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TOTTELL’S MISCELLANY, published in 


PARADISE OF DAINTY DEVICES 

GORGEOUS GALLERY OF GALLANT INVENTIONS 
PHCENIX NEST 

ENGLAND’S HELICON 

ENGLAND’S PARNASSUS - 


DAVISON’S- POETICAL RHAPSODY 


GENERAL INTRODUCTION. 


Torrett’s “Songes and Sonettes”, by Henry Earl of Surrey 
“and other’, published on 5th of June, 1557 (although hitherto 
not supposed to have made its first appearance until 31st July 
in that year), has usually been considered our oldest Poetical 
Miscellany, and perhaps, strictly speaking, such is the fact; but 
the earliest collected edition of Chaucer’s Works in 1532 
(printed by Thomas Godfray) was a Miseellany consisting, in 
the main, of productions by him, but including also pieces by 
hidgate, Occleve, Gower, Scoggin, and anonymous writers in 
prose and verse. 

Tt is a new point, as far as we are aware, to deprive the 
author of “The Canterbury Tales” of a long and import- 
ant prose production hitherto assigned to him, but to which, 
in our opinion, he has no claim. We refer to “The Tes- 
tament of Love’, written in imitation of Boethius De Conso- 
latione Philosophie, which last, there can be no doubt, Chaucer 
translated. Warton (Hist. Hingl. Poetry, edit. 1824, p. 332) 
speaks of ‘The Testament of Love” as Chaucer’s performance ; 
and the dictum has been adopted, as far as we know, by all the 
great poet’s biographers down to the last and best, Sir Harris 
Nicolas, in 1845. Nicolas adverts, indeed, to the contradiction 
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“The Testament of Love’ seems to afford, especially as regards 
Chaucer’s committal to the Tower, and other personal matter ; 
but still gives no hint that it may have proceeded from the pen 
of some contemporary. If we can at all successfully controvert 
the position, hitherto maintained, that it was Chaucer’s work, we 
thereby shew that all that it contains regarding the tumults in the 
City, the writer’s concern in them, and his imprisonment, does 
not apply to the author of “The Canterbury Tales”, who was 
undoubted owner of the five books of “ Troilus and Cressida’. 

We do not propose here to dwell upon this question, but 
rather to throw out a hint, and to make a quotation from 
the end of the ‘‘The Testament of Love’’, in which the writer 
(if Chaucer) is made to bestow upon himself and upon one 
of his works most extravagant laudation. It seems to us im- 
possible to suppose that a man of Chaucer’s genius and mo- 
desty (always coupled) would thus have written of himself: we 
quote literatim from the edition of 1532, in which, we believe, 
“The Testament of Love” first made its appearance. 

‘“‘@d Love, I shal tel the this lesson, to serve myne owne 
trewe servaunt the noble philosophical poete in Englissh, whiche 
evermore hym besyeth and travayleth right sore my name to 
encrease : wherfore al that wyllen me good owe to do him wor- 
shyp and reverence bothe: trewly his better, ne his pere, im schole 
of my rules, coude I never fynde. He (qd she) in a treatise y‘ he 
made of my servant Troylus hath this mater touched, and at the 
ful this questyon assoyled. Certaynly his noble sayenges can I 
not amende: im goodnes of gentyl manlyche speche, without any 
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reason of sentence, he passeth al other makers. In the boke of 
Troylus the answere to thy questyon mayste thou lerne,”’ ete. 

We only ask whether anybody can imagine that Chaucer 
would have thus written of himself and of his poetry ? We an- 
swer no; and we are persuaded that the reader, however unlikely 
the position may at first appear, will be of our opinion, that in 
future “The Testament of Love” ought to be excluded from the 
genuine works of the writer of “Troylus and Creseyde’’. It 
is, not at all probable that these expressions should have been in- 
terpolated ; and we may add, that a careful perusal of the whole 
treatise, and a comparison of style, have confirmed our impression, 
that “The Testament of Love” was not by Chaucer, but by 
some admiring imitator of his translation of Boethius. 

We have only mentioned this point incidentally, with reference 
to what we may call “Godfray’s Miscellany”, and to our 
series of Poetical Miscellanies, beginning with that of Tottell in 
1557. The earliest edition has been hitherto thought to be of 
the 3lst July, 1557; but we have shewn that bibliographers 
have been mistaken on the point, and that it came out nearly 
two months in advance of that date. The differences between the 
two copies are innumerable : in the first poem there are nearly as 
many changes as lines, though none of them so important as 
they afterwards appear to be. Suffice it to say, that we have 
implicitly followed the edition we had the good fortune to dis- 
cover; and our text represents the true language of the various 
poets, and the manner in which the pieces were originally 
arranged, without the corruptions which were multiplied in 


every reprint from 1557 to 1587, when, in the hands of Robert 
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Robinson, the printer, it may be said to have reached the climax 
of misrepresentation. 

It should seem that Tottell, when he first put the work to press, 
was only in possession of some scattered pieces by Lord Surrey 
‘and other’’, as the title-page expresses it ; but, before he finished 
the work, he had obtained additional productions, especially by 
Surrey and Sir Thomas Wyat; and these he added, as it were, 
by way of supplement to the volume. It is probable, also, that 
he obtained some more specimens of versification by poets whom 
he calls “uncertain authors”, and whose names (excepting that 
of Nicholas Grimoald, who was an abundant contributor) he 
does not give. Among these we now know that Sir Francis Bryan, 
Lord Vaux, and Thomas Churchyard are to be mentioned. When 
Tottell prepared his second impression of 31st July, 1557, always 
hitherto mistaken for the first, he mcorporated the whole of 
Surrey and Wyat, and made some other changes, but not of 
moment, adding subsequently an index of the whole collection. 
Everybody at all acquainted with the history of our literature 
will be well aware of the value of all these productions, which may 
be looked upon as the earliest revival of a true taste for poetry, 
after a dreary century between the death of Chaucer and the 
birth of Surrey. 

Nineteen years elapsed between the publication of Tottell’s 
Miscellany and the appearance of our next work of the same 
class—“ The Paradise of Dainty Devices”. It was the enter- 
prise of a printer of the name of Disie; and, instead of only one 
poet figuring on the title-page as the principal contributor, we find 
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nine, three of them being designated by initials. The first name 
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is that of St. Bernard, who, in fact, has no right to a place, inas- 
much as the translation, or enlargement, of some of his monkish 
Latin verses, by a person who subscribes “ My Luck is Loss”, is 
the whole foundation of his claim. The other contributors are, 
the Earl of Oxford, under his initials E. O.; Lord Vaux; Dr. 
Kdwyn Sandys, under his initials; Francis Kinwelmarsh, under 
the initials F. K., but in the body of the work named at length ; 
M. Bewe, of whom nothing is recorded; R. Hill, whose name is 
once printed as R. Hall; and M. Yloop, supposed to be Pooly 
inverted. The above names occupy the centre of the title-page 
in 1576, but above them the reader is informed that most of the 
poems in the volume were “devised aud written” by “M. Ed- 
wards, sometimes of her Majesty’s Chapel’, then dead. Several 
pieces are anonymous, and others by versifiers such as Hunnis, 
Rich, Lloyd, Thorn, Candish, Boucher, and Marshall, regarding 
whom few particulars, or none, have reached our time. 

Our reprint has keen made from an impression issued by the 
same printer and stationer in 1578, of which no notice has any 
where been taken, beyond the acknowledgment of its existence. 
It differs in many important respects from the first and second 
editions in 1576 and 1577: even the names of the contri- 
butors vary; for M. Bewe is entirely omitted; the initials 
D. §. are converted into D. Sand; “the elder” is added to Lord 
Vaux; F. K. becomes F. Kindlemarsh; and W. Hunis, or 
Hunnis, is substituted for R. Hill, or Hall. Edwards still con- 
tinues on the front; but the other eight names are crowded 
under the arms of Lord Compton, the dedicatee, at the back 


of the title. Nor is this all; for, in the course of the work, 
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the names printed at the ends of the poems are materially 
changed ; new pieces in verse are inserted ; and others, imperfectly 
given in the impressions of 1576 and 1577, are corrected and 
completed. ‘ The Paradise of Dainty Devices” became exceed- 
ingly popular, and it is quite evident that Disle put forth his 
impression of 1578 to set right many of the errors of his pre- 
vious editions. 

Such, in fact, has been our chief reason for reprinting it, and 
we may briefly illustrate the point by two or three instances. On 
p. 20 of our reprint is a poem headed “No Pleasure without 
some Payne,” and the signature is W. R., meaning Walter 
Raleigh: it is his earliest production in verse, unless we give 
precedence to his lines before Gascoyne’s ‘Steele Glasse’’; 
and it is highly characteristic of the philosophical spirit and tone 
of Raleigh’s mind: by the first edition of 1576, and by that of 
the next year, he was deprived of this excellent specimen, and 
it was attributed to HE. S., which might denote the Earl of 
Surrey, but was probably meant for Dr. Edwin Sandys. 
In the interval between 1576 and 1578, Disle had, no doubt, 
ascertained the real authorship, and therefore properly trans- 
ferred the stanzas to their owner Raleigh. On the very next 
page of the edition of 1576 are four stanzas given to D. &., 
while the impression of 1578 shews that they belong to W. 
Hunnis. On p. 35 of our reprint is a poem by Churchyard, 
against ‘The fond affectes of Love’’, which, in the edition of 
1576, is not only without a name, but without the two con- 
cluding stanzas. On p. 118 of our reprint we recover a long 


poem by Whetstone, of the existence of which we know on no 
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other authority than our copy of 1578. It would be easy to mul- 
tiply proofs of the same kind, as regards Edwards and other 
poets of higher distinction ; but we have said enough to establish 
the peculiar value of our unique exemplar of 1578, which now, 
even by our very limited number of impressions, is happily placed 
beyond the reach of destruction—one great object we always 
keep in view. 

We have next to speak of “The gorgeous Gallery of gallant 
Inventions’, which came out in 1578 ; and, from the title-page, we 
learn that T. P., 7.e., Thomas Proctor, was the editor of it. The 
poems, we are told, were “first framed and fashioned in sundry 
forms by divers worthy workmen of late days, and now joined 
together and builded up by T. P.” He was the son of John 
Proctor, Master of Tunbridge School; and we had the good for- 
tune to discover the entry at Stationers’ Hall, by which, on 17th 
August, 1584, that son was made free of the Company. It is very 
evident, however, that Owen Roydon (father no doubt of Mathew 
Roydon) also lent his aid to “The Gorgeous Gallery’’, especially 
near the commencement, for he not only wrote a preliminary 
address “to the curious company of Sycophants’’, but the leading 
poem in the volume. Our notion is, that he was the editor of 
the earlier portion, and that Thomas Proctor’s duties began 
principally with that share of the work, which, on p. 100 of our 
reprint, is headed “ Pretty Pamphlets by T. Proctor.” Possibly, 
Owen Roydon died while the work was in progress, and left the 
completion of it to Proctor. 

The reprint of “The gorgeous Gallery” in vol. i of Heliconia, 


has many variations from the original, some of comparatively 
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httle importance, but others of more consequence, the most 
noticeable being the omission of two entire pages. This want we 
have been able to supply, owing to the discovery of the only per- 
fect copy in existence in the evidence-room of a noble family. 
After Thomas Proctor had been made free of the Stationers’ 
Company, he put forth in his triple capacity of author, printer, 
and publisher, a small work in verse, of which no notice has ever 
been taken by any bibliographer, called “The Triumph of Truth”. 
We have reprinted it separately for the sake of completeness, 
not on account of any intrinsic value it possesses, although it 
contains some curious traits of the manners and opinions of the 
time. Proctor seems to have been not only a strong Protestant, 
but a rigid Puritan. 

The two miscellanies last noticed belong, it may be said, to the 
older school of Hlizabethan poetry; but the next in point of date, 
published after a lapse of about fifteen years is in a more ad- 
vanced style of imaginative composition, with such improve- 
ments in language and sentiment as give the poems a character 
distinct from nearly all that had gone before them. 

“The Phoenix Nest” bears date in 1593, and, to use the words 
of the title-page, was “set forth by R. S., of the Inner Temple, 
Gentleman.” A question has naturally arisen, Who was R. S. ? 
to which no satisfactory answer has yet been given. Certainly 
not Robert Southwell, a Roman Catholic priest executed in 1596, 
who had never been “of the Inner Temple”, although that sup- 
position has been entertained and encouraged. It seems mor 
likely that Robert Smith, who in 1578 had entered a work of 


fancy at Stationers’ Hall, may have been the editor of “ The 
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Phoenix Nest”, but still we have little more than identity of 
initials to support this claim. Whoever undertook the duty of 
selection and arrangement must have been well read.in the poets 
of the time, and he resorted not merely to printed but to manu- 
script sources. Unquestionably, the finest and most original 
performance in the volume, “The Dream” of a lover, “ written 
by a brave scholar and Master of Arts of both Universities’, 
must have been derived from manuscript authority, and we 
nowhere else, either earlier or later, meet with it in a printed 
shape. Robert Greene was accustomed to place upon his title- 
pages Utriusque Academice Magister, but, if the poem were from 
his ready pen, it exceeds in sentiment and expression anything 
else he has left behind him: it has none of his affected phrases 
and artificial allusions and illustrations, and displays a degree of 
simplicity, pathos, and power, that we think beyond his capa- 
bility. If it be his, it possesses more genuine feeling and true 
passion than are, perhaps, to be found in all his other works. 

It is a remarkable circumstance connected with “ The Phoenix 
Nest”, as it appears in Heliconia, 1815, 4to, that, in this very 
“Dream”, distinguished as it is for excellence above any other 
production in the miscellany, and consisting of so many admirable 
seven-line stanzas, no fewer than six of them are entirely omitted, 
not one after the other, which might have arisen from some extra- 
ordinary oversight, but in five different places. How to account 
for such editorial carelessness we are utterly at a loss; and it 
throws into complete shade other errors, and they are certainly 
numerous, in that reprint. The collection commences with a 


prose vindication of the Earl of Leicester, and we may infer that 
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it was written soon after his death, though not printed until 
1593, and possibly it was the authorship of the editor of the 
volume, which is nearly all in verse, Thomas Lodge, under 
his initials, being a main contributor: he is always seen to most 
advantage as a lyrical poet, and some of his best specimens of 
this kind are contained in the work under consideration, and were 
derived from his “ Phillis’, which also bears the date of 1593. It 
is a great deficiency in “The Phoenix Nest” that not a single 
writer’s name is found at length in it, and comparatively few 
initials but those of T. L. and Nicholas Breton. 

In this particular ‘“England’s Helicon’, published in 1600, 
leaves little to be desired: in general the names of poets 
are inserted, although without any hint as to the work laid 
under contribution : some few authors are designated by initials 
only, but more commonly both Christian and surname are 
appended. Thus we have Hdm. Spenser, W. Shakespeare, Phil. 
Sidney, Thom. Lodge, Michael Drayton, Ro. Greene, Tho. Watson, 
Geo. Peele, N. Breton, Rich. Barnfield, John Wootton, Edmund 
Bolton, Bar. Yong, ete., together with various initials such as 
S. W. R. for Sir Walter Raleigh, S. E. D. for Sir Edward Dyer, 
H. C. for Henry Constable, M. F. G. for Master Fulke Greville, 
and others, including the Earls of Surrey and Oxford. Two or 
three pieces are subscribed Ignoto, Anonymus, and Shep. Tonie, 
indications not satisfactorily explained; and we may notice it as 
a singular omission, that not a line was derived from Samuel 
Daniel, then more popular than his poetical rival Drayton. John 
Bodenham was avowedly the editor of the whole work, and hence 


we may be disposed to infer that he and Daniel were not upon 


good terms. Possibly, Daniel was then under a cloud. 
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The same remarks will apply to the second impression of 
‘“‘ingland’s Helicon” in 1614: many additions were made to it, 
but not one by a man whose popularity had been daily increasing 
—Daniel. “England’s Helicon’, in 1614, was introduced by 
three quatrains and a couplet (meant for a regular sonnet) sub- 
scribed Richard More, and he enlarged the collection ; but inas- 
much as the first edition in 1600, consisting of so many cele- 
brated original poems, has never been reprinted, either in ancient 
or modern times, and as it is a work of extreme rarity and value, 
we have thought it a proper subject for our series of Poetical 
Miscellanies. For this purpose we have had the unusual ad- 
vantage of the use of three separate copies ; and we may state 
that they all differ, more or less, in minute particulars, and in 
at least one place of importance to the sense. In a poem headed 
“The Sheepheards Sonne”’ (p. 225 of our reprint), a copy kindly 


sent to us from the North, reads— 
*“Some come for Loves paine,” 


which is nonsense in the place where the line occurs; while in 
our own exemplar, and in one other we have consulted, the words 


and meaning of the author are restored by this alteration, 


*“ Some comfort for Loves paine.” 


The blunder, like many more, must have been perceived while 
the last sheets of “‘ England’s Helicon” were passing through the 
press in 1600, and the beneficial change then introduced. This 
peculiarity has not hitherto been pointed out, probably on account 


of the difficulty in bringing copies together for collation ; and in 
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the edition of 1614 the reading properly is “‘Some comfort for 
Loves paine.”’ 

The original edition of ‘‘ Englands Parnassus’’, 1600, 8vo, is one 
of the most incorrect works we have ever had occasion to exa- 
mine. We are not informed who was the printer of it, because 
there is no printer’s name at the bottom of the title-page: the 
publishers only place their initials there, N. L., C. B., and T. H., 
almost as if they were ashamed of the book. N. L. is clearly 
Nicholas Ling, whose device of the fish and the honeysuckle 
occupies the centre: C. B. is probably Cuthbert Burby; and 
T. H. certainly Thomas Hayes; the last name being found 
at length on some copies of the book, although we have 
never had an opportunity of seeing one with this distinction. 
Cuthbert Burby, we believe to have been the brother of Richard 
Burbadge, the great Shakespearean actor: Richard Burbac ge 
unquestionably had a brother settled in London of the name of 
Cuthbert; and the one being a player and the other a sta- 
tioner, it is not unlikely, in the then carelessness about names, 
that, for the sake of distinction, one called himself Burby and 
the other Burbadge. Of course our notion is only to be received 
as a conjecture; and we must admit that we know of no book 
at the bottom of the title-page of which the names appear in the 
form of Cuthbert Burbadge. 

Besides the variation already mentioned on the title-page, 
there are small differences in the text of some copies of the 
volume ; but although the original list of Hrrata is large, few 
of the variations seem to have been adopted for the sake of 


correcting textual misprints. We may here point out one of a 
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peculiar character, for which it is not easy to offer an explanation, 
seeing that it only substitutes one blunder for another. On 
p. 478 of the original impression, we commonly find a quotation 
attributed to Dekker (which, like various others, we happen not 
to have met with), concluding thus :— 
«* A wanton Hyacinth held downe his head, 
And by the winds helpe oft stole may abide.” 
In another copy, also before us, the passage is made to end as 
follows :— 
«A wanton Hyacinth held downe his head, 
And by the winds helpe oft stole man a kisse.” 
Both are nonsense as they stand; but although we do not know 
the poem from which the two lines are taken, we may pretty safely 
conclude that the second is nearer what Dekkar wroie, and that 
for “man a kisse” we ought to read many a kisse; but how 
‘“‘many a kisse’” came to be misprinted may abide, we can only 
imperfectly guess. 

This blunder is certainly not more unauthorised than hundreds 
of other absurd mistakes in the course of the 524 octavo pages ; 
and after having gone patiently through the whole of them, and 
compared most of the extracts with the original works from 
which they were taken, we are sure that we are far within bounds 
when we say that ‘ England’s Parnassus”, as it appears in the 
edition of 1600, contains twice aS many gross errors as pages, 
some of them being most preposterous. We have very rarely 
cited the title of a work quoted without having taken the 
opportunity of comparison and correction: where we could 


not collate, we have unavoidably left the passage as it had 
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been left by the editor at the latter end of the reign of Elizabeth. 
Whatever we have accomplished in this respect, may be said to 
have been the result of not far from fifty years’ labour; for 
although during the last ten years the writer of this notice has 
sought the whereabouts of comparatively few quotations, yet 
there was a period when no old poetry passed through his hands 
that he did not employ himself in tracing and correcting the two 
or three thousand citations in “ England’s Parnassus.” 

Here it may be fit to assure the reader that, from beginning 
to end, he will not find a single conjectural emendation: not a 
change is introduced that is not authorised by the original 
works, such editions having been generally chosen as were in 
print before the date when ‘“England’s Parnassus” was pub- 
lished. The failures of the editor of the reprint in Heliconia, 
when, for instance, he tells us that “ forworne” means worne before, 
and that “ trunchmen” are trencherm en, would be enough to warn 
us to resort rather to the books themselves, than to any specu- 
lative ingenuity. 

Who was the editor of “ England’s Parnassus” in 1600 is a 
matter of speculation, our only guide being the initials R. A. 
appended to two preliminary sonnets, one of them addressed to 
Sir Thomas Mounson, and the other “to the Reader’. The 
letters may belong to Robert Armin or to Robert Allot; but we 
are inclined to think that the former 


, if either, is the proper 
claimant; for if the latter h 


ad made the selections from contem- 
porary poets, he would hardly have omitted all notice of his 
friend and namesake, Robert Toft, whose “Laura” had been 


printed in 1597, and his “ Alba” in 1598, both containing pas- 
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sages of greater merit than many included in the volume. On 
the other hand, we must admit that most of the poems quoted 
seem to have been entirely out of the line of Armin’s reading: he 
was a literary low comedian, and much employed, about the year 
1600, at the theatres for which Shakespeare was a writer. An- 
thony Wood [ Ath. Oxzon., ii, 607, edit. Bliss], with the cautious 
parenthesis of “ tis said,”’ tells us that Charles Fitzgeoffrey made 
“a collection of choice flowers and descriptions from the most 
renowned poets of our nation,” and that it was printed “‘ about 
the beginning of the reign of K. James’; but he adds, that 
after seeking for the book many years, he “ could never get a 
sight of it.’ It is very possible that the author of “The Life 
and Death of Sir Francis Drake,” printed in 1596, had some hand 
in the preparation of “ Hngland’s Parnassus”: certain it is that 
his work is often quoted in it—perhaps oftener than the pas- 
sages themselves merited. 

This brings us to advert to the number of what may be called 
contemporary versifyers selected, as well as omitted. Forty-one 
are named, and about ten indicated by initials, or in some other 
more doubtful manner. In point of date, they commence with 
one or two writers in “Tottell’s Miscellany,” and end with Ben Jon- 
son and Dekker, who both began to print in the very year of the 
publication of ‘‘ Hngland’s Parnassus’; but many notorious and 
even excellent rhymers of the close of the reign of Hlizabeth 
are altogether excluded, and among them we may enumerate 
Barnabe Barnes, Richard Barnfield, Nicholas Breton, Edward 
Dyer, Arthur Golding, Barnabie Googe, B. Glifin, Joseph Hall, 
John Lilly, Anthony Munday, Walter Raleigh, Samuel Rowlands, 
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William Smith, Robert Toft, George Whetstone, Henry Wil- 
loughby, and several others, either then living or only recently 
dead. These are certainly not such renowned names as those of 
Shakespeare, Spenser, Daniel, or Drayton ; but their productions, 
and especially those of Barnfield, Breton, Googe, Hall, Raleigh, 
and Whetstone, might have furnished many worthy quotations. 
In fact, the editor’s reading seems to have been somewhat limited: 
his plan obviously was to copy, or procure to be carelessly copied, 
passages under different headings, which he subsequently ar- 
ranged, generally alphabetically, but often arbitrarily and in- 
considerately ; and so heedless was he in this respect, that 
citations are often repeated, sometimes with the interval of only 
a page or two. It constantly happens that famous passages be- 
longing to one distinguished poet are attributed to another: 
thus, Shakespeare’s speech by Gaunt in “ Richard IT” is trans- 
ferred to Drayton; and we might refer to whole stanzas by 
Spenser that are attributed to Daniel. Other mistakes of this 
kind are abundantly gs range, but R. A. arrived at his climax 
of blundering when he gravely assigned to Robert Greene the 
opening of a poem as well known as “ Mother Hubberd’s Tale’’; 
and even the modern editors of Greene have failed to detect the 
ignorant misappropriation. In these cases we have done our 
best to restore property to its right owner, though we dare not 
flatter ourselves that we have always succeeded. 

In endeavouring to accomplish this object, we have never mis- 
represented the original edition of “Kingland’s Parnassus.” If 


1 i) s 
Gaunt’s speech be there imputed to Drayton, or a long passage 
ee eae ott I aoe 
in Daniel’s “ Civil Wars” be coolly handed over to Shakespeare, 
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we have left the names precisely as they stand in the old 
impression: what we have done has been, in our brief brack- 
etted note immediately following each quotation, to point out 


the error and its remedy in the shortest possible form. The 


reader will thus at one view perceive how the matter actually 
stands in “ Hngland’s Parnassus” of 1600, and how it ought to 
have stood. Some works, well known perhaps two centuries 
and a half ago, have now disappeared, and others are of extreme 
rarity : with a few, such as Sylvester and Hudson, the editor 
of the present reprint does not profess to be so well acquainted 
as with Spenser and Shakespeare. Several passages from still 
popular authors are not noted, and they may be safely left to the 
knowledge of the educated reader. It is to be added, that 
some of our memoranda, as to the rarer books where particular 
passages are to be found, were hastily made, but we believe 
our references in every instance to be correct. We offer the 
whole merely as an endeavour to accomplish what may be useful, 
and what has never before been attempted; the reader taking 
into account that from end to end of “ Hngland’s Parnassus’, as 
it came out in 1600, there is no hint at a single volume quoted, 
and that the representation there given of any poet’s real words 
can never be trusted. 

Davison’s “‘ Poetical Rhapsody” forms the last miscellany 
of our series;~and for the first time we have reproduced 
the earliest edition of 1602: it also re-appeared in 1608, 
1611, and 1621, and all contain productions in verse until 
then unprinted, and well worthy of preservation. To many 
names were appended, but to others only initials, perhaps 


d 
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then easily recognised. This deficiency is the more to be 
regretted, because a few of these pieces were the best of 
their kind in our language: thus, it has never been ascer- 
tained whom the letters A. W. represent; and he was the writer 
of an Eclogue “made long since upon the death of Sir Philip 
Sidney”, the finest of the many tributes offered to the me- 
mory of the admirable, but perhaps somewhat over-estimated, 
poet-soldier: it contains, among other interesting allusions, an 
address to Spenser, as overcome with grief upon that occasion. 

Here, too, we meet with information, not hitherto noticed, 
which is of importance with reference to Spenser’s supposed 
praise of Shakespeare, in a disputed passage of his “Tears 
of the Muses’, 1591. The words, “our pleasant Willy”, there 
used, have been taken by many (and among them by the 
present writer) to apply to Shakespeare, and to him only ; while 
others have argued that Sidney was intended. One main objec- 
tion to the application of the words to Sidney was, that no proof 
had been adduced that the author of “the Arcadia” bad ever 
been called Willy ; but that proof we have since found in the first 
and other editions of the “ Poetical Rhapsody” in an Eclogue to 
which the initials A. W. are appended: the lines are— 

“We deem’d our Willy aye should live, 
So sweet a sound his pipe could give ; 
But cruell Death 
Hath stopt his breath : 


Dumb hes his pipe that wont so sweet to sound.” 


ee Mes f ; oe 
his passage and others to the same effect are decisive of the 


point that one poetical name of Sidney was Willy; and therefore 
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it is still doubtful whether Spenser’s words, 


“ Our pleasant Willy, ah! is dead of late’, 


were intended to apply to Shakespeare or to Sidney (Life of 
Spenser, 1862, vol. i, p. xxx). If we suppose them to relate 
to Shakespeare, we must take the words “is dead of late” 
to mean not the actual and natural demise of our great drama- 
tist, but his imaginary and poetical death, in consequence of 
temporary silence as regards works for the stage. The lines we 
have quoted from A. W.’s pastoral were certainly intended to 
lament the absolute death of Sidney, in consequence of the wound 
he received before Zutphen: if, therefore, it fell to our lot to write 
the life of Spenser again, we might be inclined, on reconsidera- 
tion, to take a somewhat different view of the important ques- 
tion; and we feel bound, as conscientious critics and historians, 
to admit that we have hitherto taken up ground too positively 
in an opposite direction. Todd might be right in maintain- 
ing that Spenser did not allude to Shakespeare, but to Sidney, 
although he certainly did not know that Willy, as a poetical de- 
signation, had been applied to Sidney: that it was so we have 
on the evidence of A. W., who must have written soon after the 
information regarding his death had been received. 

The first Hclogue, without any title, and with the motto, Uni 
mihi Pergama restant, is subscribed at length by Francis Davison, 
in the first edition; and it is highly interesting, because it is 
written in the person of his father, the unfortunate scape-goat for 
Khzabeth’s sin in the sudden execution of Mary Queen of Scots. 


In later impressions it has only the initials F, D. at the end of 
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it; and until we saw the impression of 1602, which we have ex- 
actly reprinted, we conjectured that they might have been an 
error of the press for W. D., and that William Davison, the father, 
was himself the author of the poem (Bibl. Acc., 1865, vol. i, 
p. 187). We onght to add, that in the only extant copy 
of the earliest edition of “The Poetical Rhapsody” there is 
a lamentable deficiency of some pages, which we have been 
compelled to supply (as usual between brackets) from a later 
impression. ‘The edition of 1611 was the last superintended by 
Francis Davison, who died before 1619: he had three brothers, 
Christopher, William, and Walter, and two sisters, who all sur- 
vived him. 

It is worth noting, with reference to the contents of “The 
Poetical Rhapsody”, 1602, that it sets out with a mistake; 
for the “Two Pastorals made by Sir Philip Sidney”, which 
we are told had been ‘“‘never yet published’, were printed 
in 1598, at the end of the folio edition of ‘The Arcadia’’. 
In the rest there is generally more novelty; and a great deal 
of interesting personal matter is contained in the earlier poems, 
chiefly written by the two brothers, Francis and Walter Da- 
vison: those, however, who have only seen the later impressions 
of the book will find these postponed, perhaps for the. sake of 
novelty, to some happy compositions from the sprightly pen of 
Sir John Davys, author of “ Orchestra’, 1596, and of Nosce Tetp- 
sum, 1599. They will also there meet with a very imperfect copy 
of “ The Lie”, which has also been called “ The Soul’s Errand”’, 
and attributed to Sylvester, who, though a tolerable translator, was 


utterly incapable of a production so striking and original. The 
t oO 
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most complete and accurate copy of it has come down to us in MS. 
of the time, with Sir Walter Raleigh’s name, spelt Wrawley, pre- 
fixed to it, and there can now be no doubt that he is the rightful 
owner of it (Bibl. Acc., 1, 224). .There is no name to it in 
the ‘‘ Poetical Rhapsody’. 

We may suspect, though we are without any distinct evi- 
dence on the point, that at least some of the poems signed 
‘“Anomos”’, one of which comes third in the impression of 
1602, were by William Davison, the father, who thus employed 
and amused his fancy while resident, in exile from Court, at 
Stepney; and it is known that like, at least, two of his 
sons, he had a turn for versification. The ‘“ Sonnets, Odes, 
Elegies, and Madrigals’ by the two Davisons, Francis and Wal- 
ter, begin on p. 48 of our reprint, and are continued until we 
arrive at the ‘“‘Sonnets, Odes, Elegies, and other Poesies” by 
T. W., z. e., Thomas Watson, author of the “ Hkatompathia”’, 
which had been printed in or about 1581, and who is sup- 
posed to have been dead ten years before the appearance of 
the “ Poetical Rhapsody”. The sonnets, subscribed “ Melo- 
philus’, we are unable to dispose of. Most of the initials 
can be appropriated: H. W. is Henry Wotton; W. R. Walter 
Raleigh ; and H. C, Henry Constable; while Sir Edward Dyer 
and Fulke Greville were also contributors. Th. Sp. was un- 
questionably one of the family of Spilman, or Spelman, into 
which Secretary Davison had married before 1575, when his son 
Francis is supposed to have been born. It has been concluded 
by some critics, among them Sir Harris Nicolas, that John Donne 


was the writer of the “ Hymn in Praise of Music’, and of ten 
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sonnets to Philomel; but unquestionably the first belongs 
to Sir John Davys, and possibly he was also the owner of 
the ten Sonnets which immediately follow the Hymn. Spen- 
ser’s “ Trimeter Iambics”, on p. 191 of our reprint, had been 
published in his second letter to Gabriel Harvey, more than 
twenty years before they were inserted by Davison: we feel 
satisfied that the satirical verses on Women, which precede 
them, were by Raleigh, under his not unusual signature of 
Ignoto. The whole “Rhapsody” is ill arranged as to gsub- 
jects, and no attempt at chronology is made, so that what 
comes last, viz., the two sonnets by H. C. (i. e., Henry Con- 
stable) and the “Ode of Cynthia”, ought to have been placed 
much earlier in the volume, which ends abruptly and unsatis- 
factorily. 

Davison’s “‘ Poetical Rhapsody” concludes our series of seven 
early Miscellanies in verse; and no work at all resembling 
them, in fashion or material, made its appearance until many 
years afterwards. If reasonably supported, we shall hereafter 
apply ourselves to several rare works by separate poets, such as 
Turbervile’s ‘‘ Epitaphs, Kpigrams, Songs, and Sonnets,” 1567, 
and Whetstone’s “ Rock of Regard,” 1576, which include pieces 
by their friends and contemporaries. Of the first only one ex- 
emplar is known, and of the last, at the utmost, two perfect 
copies : our object is, by means of a very limited impression, to 
render works of such rarity and value indestructible. 

J. Payne CoLuer. 
Riverside, Maidenhead, 
lst August, 1867. 


Revers AND  SONETTES 
written by the ryght honorable Lorde 
Flenry Flaward late Farle of 


Survey, and other. 


Apud Richardum Tottel. 
1557. 
Cum priuclegro. 


Lhe Printer to 
Reader. 


the 


Tar to have wel written in verse, yea & in small parcelles, 
deserueth great praise, the workes of diuers Latines, Italians, 
and other, doe proue sufficiently. That our tong is able in that 
kynde to do as praiseworthely as y° rest, the honorable stile of 
the noble earle of Surrey, and the weightinesse of the depe- 
witted sir Thomas Wyat the elders verse, with severall graces 
in sondry good Englishe writers doe show abundantly. It resteth 
nowe (gentle reder) that thou thinke it not euill doon, to pub- 
lish, to the honor of the Englishe tong, and for profit of the 
studious of Englishe eloquence, those workes which the vngentle 
horders vp of such treasure haue heretofore enuied thee. And 
for this point (good reder) thine own profit and pleasure, in 
these presently, and in moe hereafter, shal answere for my 
defence. If parhappes some mislike the statelinesse of stile 
remoued from the rude skill of common eares: I aske help of 
the learned to defend their learned frendes, the authors of this 
work: And I exhort the vnlearned, by reding to learne to be 
more skilfull, and to purge that swinelike grossenesse, that 
maketh the swete maierome not to smell to their delight. 


MOU C Ire, Te OMNIA NON OI OAM 


Defcripcion of the refileffe fiate of a louer, with fute to his 


ladte, to rue on his diyng hart. 


Tue fonne hath twife brought furth his tender grene, 
And clad the earth in liuely luftineffe: 

Ones haue the windes the trees defpoiled clene, 

And new again begins their cruelneffe, 

Since I haue hid vnder my breft the harm 

That neuer fhall recouer healthfulneffe. 

The winters hurt recouers with the warm: 

The parched grene reftored is with fhade. 

What warmth (alas) may ferue for to difarm 

The frofen hart that mine in flame hath made? 

What colde againe is able to reftore 

My frefh grene yeares, that wither thus and fade? 
Alas, I fe, nothing hath hurt fo fore, 

But time, in time reduceth a returne: 

In time my harm increafeth more and more, 

And semes to haue my cure alwaies in fcorne. 

Strange kindes of death, in life that I doe trie, 

At hand to melt, farre of in flame to burne. 

And like as time lift to my cure aply, 
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So doth eche place my comfort cleane refufe. 
All thing aliue, that feeth the heauens with eye, 
With cloke of night may couer, and excufe 

It felf from trauail of the dayes vnreft, 

Saue I, alas, against all others vfe, 

That then ftirre vp the tormentes of my brett, 
And curfe eche fterre as caufer of my fate. 

And when the fonne hath eke the dark oppreft, 
And brought the day, it doth nothing abate 
The trauailes of mine endles fmart and payn. 
For then, as one that hath the light in hate, 

I with for night, more couertly to playn, 

And me withdraw from euery haunted place, 
Lest by my chere my chance appere to playn : 
And in my minde I meafure pace by pace, 

To feke the place where I my felf had loft, 
That day that I was tangled in the lace, 

In femyng flack that knitteth euer moft: 

But neuer yet the trauaile of my thought 

Of better state coulde catche a caufe to boft. 
For if I found, fometime that I haue fought, 
Thofe fterres by whome I trufted of the porte, 
My fayles doe fall, and I aduance right nought, 
As ankerd faft, my fpretes doe all reforte 

To ftande agazed, and finke in more and more 
The deadly harme which fhe dothe take in fporte. 
Lo, if I feke, how I doe finde my fore: 

And yf I flee I carie with me ftill 

The venomde thaft, whiche dothe his force reftore 
By haft of flight, and I may plaine my fill 

Vnto my felfe, unleffe this carefull fong 
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Printe in your harte fome parcell of my tene 

For I, alas, in filence all to long, 

Of myne olde hurt yet fele the wounde but grene. 
Rue on my life: or els your cruell wronge 

Shall well appere, and by my death be sene. 


Defcription of Spring, wherin eche things reneiwwves, 


Jaue onelte the louer. 


THE foote feafon, that bud and blome furth bringes, 


With grene hath clad the hill and eke the vale: 
The nightingale with fethers new fhe finges: 
The turtle to her make hath tolde her tale: 
Somer is come, for every {pray nowe fpringes, 
The hart hath hong his olde hed on the pale: 
The buck in brake his winter cote he flinges : 
The fifhes flote with newe repaired fcale: 
The adder all her floughe awaye fhe {flinges : 
The fwift fwalow purfueth the flyes fmale: 
The bufy bee her honye now fhe minges: 
Winter is worne that was the flowers Bale: 
And thus I fee among thefe pleafant thinges 
EXche care decayes, and yet my forow fpringes. 


Defcripcion of the reftleffe fate 


of a louer. 


WHEN youth had led me halfe the race, 
That Cupides fcourge me caufde to ronne, 
I joked back to mete the place 
From whence my wery courfe begonne. 
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And then I sawe how my defire 
Misguiding me had led the way: 
Mine eyen to gredy of their hire, 
Had made me lofe a better pray. 

For when in fighes I fpent the day, 
And could not cloke my griefe with game, 
The boiling fmoke did {till bewray 
The perfaunt heate of fecrete flame. 

And when falt teares do bayne my breft, 
Where love his pleafant traines hath fowen 
Her bewty hath the fruites oppreft, 

Ere that the buds were fpronge and blowen. 

And when myne eyen dyd ftyll purfue 
The flying chace that was their queft, 

Their gredy lokes dyd oft renewe 
The hidden wound within my breft. 
When every loke thefe chekes might ftaine 
From deadly pale to glowing red: 
By outwarde fignes appered plaine, 
The woe wherin my hart was fed. 
But all to late loue learneth me, 
To painte all kinde of colours new, 
To blinde their eyes that els fhoulde fee, 
My fpecled chekes with Cupides hewe. 

And nowe the couert breft I claime, 

That worfhipt Cupide fecretely : 
And norifhed his facred flame, 
From whence no blafing fparkes doe flye. 


J 
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Defcription of the fickle affections 
panges and fleightes 


of loue. 
SUCHE waiward waies hath loue, that moft part in 
difcord 
Our willes do ftand, whereby our hartes but feldom doe 
accord, 


Difceit is his delight, and to begile and mock 
The fimple hartes whom he doth ftrike wt froward, diuers 
{trok. 
He makes the one to rage with golden burning dart, 
And doth alay with leaden colde agayn the other hart. 
Whote glemes of burnyng fire, and eafy fparkes of flame 
In balance of unegall weight he pondereth by aime. 
From eafy forde, where I might wade and paffe ful wel, 
He me withdrawes, and doth me driue into a depe dark 
hel, 
And me withholdes where I am calde and offred place, 
And willes me that my mortall foe I doe befeke of grace: 
He lettes me to purfue a conqueft welnere wonne, 
To folow where my paines were loft ere that my fuite 
begonne. 
So by this meanes I know how soone a hart may turne 
From warre to peace, from truce to ftrife, and fo again 
Feturne 
I know how to content my felf in others luft, 
Of litle ftuffe vnto my felf to weaue a webbe of truft: 


Fa 
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And how to hide my harmes with foft diffembling chere, 
When in my face the painted thoughtes would outwardly 
appere. 
I know how that the blood forfakes the face for dred: 
And how by fhame it ftaines again the chekes with 
flaming red. 
I know vnder the grene the ferpent how he lurkes. 
The hammer of the reftles forge I wote eke how it wurkes. 
I know and can by roate the tale that I would tel: 
But oft the wordes come furth awrie of him that louethwel. 
I know in heat and colde the louer how he fhakes : 
In finging how he doth complain, in flepyng how he 
wakes: 
To languifh without ache, fickleffe for to confume: 
A thoufand thinges for to deuife refoluing all in fume. 
And though he lift to fe his ladies grace ful fore, 
Such pleafures as delight the eye doe not his health 
re{tore. 
I know to feke the track of my defired foe, 
And feare to finde that I do feke. But chiefly this I 
know, 
That louers muft transforme into the thing beloued, 
And liue (alas who could beleue ?) with fprite from life 
remoued. 
I know in harty fighes, and laughters of the fplene, 
At once to change my ftate, my wyll, and eke my coloure 
olene. 
I know how to deceaue my felf with others help: 
And how the Lion chaftifed is by beating of the whelp. 
In ftandyng nere my fire, I know how that I freze. 
Farre of I burne, in both I waft, and fo my life I leze. 
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I know how loue doth rage upon a yelding mynde: 
How fmal a net may take and meafh a hart of gentle 
kinde: ; 
Or els with feldom fwete to feafon heapes of gall, 
Reuiued with a glimpfe of grace olde forowes to let fall. 
The hidden traines I know, and fecret {nares of loue: 
How foone a loke will printe a thought, that neuer may 
remoue. 
The flipper ftate I know, the fodain turnes from wealth, 
The doubtful hope, the certain woe, and fure defpeire of 
health. 


Complaint of a louer, that defied loue, 
and was by loue after the 
more tormented. 


WHEN Somer toke in hand the winter to affail, 

With force of might, & vertue gret, his ftormy blafts to 
quail, 

And when he clothed faire the earth about with grene, 

And euery tree new garmented, that pleafure was to sene: 

Mine hart gan new reuiue, and changed blood dyd ftur, 

Me to withdraw my winter woe, that kept within the dore. 

Abrode, quod my defire: affay to fet thy fote, 

Where thou fhalt finde the fauour fwete: for fprong is 
euery rote. 

And to thy health, if thou were fick in any cafe, 

Nothing more good, than in the fpring the aire to fele 

a {pace. 
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There fhalt thou here and fe all kindes of birdes ywrought, 

Well tune their voice wt warble fmal, as nature hath them 
tought. 

Thus pricked me my luft the fluggifh houfe to leaue : 

And for my health I thought it beft fuche counfail to re- 
ceaue. 

So on a morrow furth, unwift of any wight, 

[ went to proue how well it would my heauy burden light. 

And when I felt the aire fo pleafant round about, . 

Lorde, to my felf how glad I was that I had gotten out. 

There might I fe how Ver had every bloffom hent, 

And eke the new betrothed birdes, ycoupled how they went. 

And in their fonges me thought they thanked nature much, 

That by her lycence all that yere to loue their happe was 
fuch, 

Right as they could deuife to chofe them feres throughout: 

With much reioycing to their Lord, thus flew they all about. 

Which when I gan refolue, and in my head conceaue, 

What pleafant life, what heapes of ioy thefe little birdes 
receaue, 

And fawe in what eftate I wery man was brought, 

By want of that they had at will, and I reie& at nought: 

Lorde how I gan in wrath unwifely me demeane. 

I curffed loue, and him defied: I thought to turne the 
{treame. 

But when I wel behelde he had me vnder awe, 

I afked mercie for my fault, that fo tranfgreft his law: 

Thou blinded god (quod I) forgeue me this offenfe, 

Vnwillingly I went about to malice thy pretenfe. 

Wherewith he gaue a beck, and thus me thought he fwore, 

Thy forow ought fuffice to purge thy faulte, if it were more. 
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The vertue of which found mine hart did fo reuiue, 
That I, me thought, was made as hole as any man aliue. 
But here I may perceiue mine errour all and fome, 
For that I thought that fo it was: yet was it ftill vndone: 
And all that was no more but mine empreffed mynde, 


That fayne woulde haue fome good relefe of Cupide wel 


affinde. 
I turned home forthwith, and might perceiue it well, 
That he agreued was right fore with me for my rebell. 
My harmes haue euer fince increafed more and more, 
And I remaine, without his help, vndone for euer more. 
A miror let me be vnto ye louers all : 
Striue not with loue: for if ye do, it will ye thus befall. 


Complaint of a lover 
rebuked. 


LOUE, that liueth, and reigneth in my thought, 
That built his feat within my captiue breft, 
Clad in the armes, wherin with me he fought, 
Oft in my face he doth his banner reft. 
She, that me taught to loue, and fuffer payne, 
My doutfull hope, and eke my hote defyre 
With fhamefaft cloke to fhadowe, and refraine, 
Her fmilyng grace conuerteth ftraight to yre. 
And cowarde Loue then to the hart apace 
Taketh his flight, whereas he lurkes, and plaines 
His purpofe loft, and dare not fhewe his face. 
For my lordes gilt thus faultleffe byde I paynes. 
Yet from my lorde fhall not my foote remoue. 
Swete is his death, that takes his end by loue. 
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Complaint of the louer difdained. 


IN Ciprus fpringes (whereas dame Venus dwelt) 
AA well fo hote, that whofo taftes the fame, 
Were he of ftone, as thawed yfe fhould melt, 
And kindled fynde his breft with fired flame. 
Whofe moyft poyfon diffolued hath my hate. 
This creeping fire my colde lims fo oppreft, 
That in the hart that harborde freedome late, 
Endleffe defpeyre long thraldome hath impreft. 
An other fo colde in frozen yfe is founde, 
Whofe chilling venom of repugnant kynde 
The feruent heat doth quenche of Cupides wounde: 
And with the fpot of change infeétes the minde: 
Whereof my dere hath tafted, to my paine. 
My feruice thus is growen into difdaine. 


Defcription and praife of his loue 
Geraldine, 


FROM Tufkane came my Ladies worthy race: 
Faire Florence was fometyme her auncient feate : 
The Weftern yle, whofe pleafaunt thore dothe face 
Wilde Cambers clifs, did geve her liuely heate : 
Foftered fhe was with milke of Irithe breft : 

Her fire, an Erle: her dame, of princes blood. 
From tender yeres, in Britain fhe doth reft, 
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With kinges childe, where fhe tafteth coftly food. 
Honfdon did firft prefent her to mine yien : 
Bright is her hewe, and Geraldine fhe hight. 
Hampton me taught to wifhe her firft for mine : 
And Windfor, alas, doth chafe me from her fight. 
Her beauty of kind her vertues from aboue. 
Happy is he, that can obtaine her loue. 


The frailtie and hurtfulnes of beautie. 


BRITTLE beautie, that nature made fo fraile, 
Wherof the gift is fmall, and fhort the feafon, 
Flowring today, to morrowe apt to faile, 
Tickell treafure abhorred of reafon, 
Daungerous to dele with, vaine, of none auaile, 
Coftly in keping, paft not worthe two peafon, 
Slipper in fliding as is an eles taile, 
Harde to attaine, once gotten not geafon, 
Jewel of ieopardie that perill dothe affaile, 
Falfe and vntrue, enticed oft to treafon, 
Enmy to youth: that mofte may I bewaile. 
Ah bitter fwete infecting as the poyfon : 
Thou fareft as frute that with the froft is taken, 
To day redy ripe, to morowe all to fhaken. 


A complaint by night of the louer not beloued. 


ALAS fo all thinges nowe doe holde their peace. 
Fleauen and earth difturbed in nothing: 
The beaftes, the ayer, the birdes their fong doe ceafe : 
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The nightes chare the {tarres aboute dothe bring : 
Calme is the Sea, the waues worke leffe and leffe: 
So am not I, whom loue alas doth wring, 
Bringing before my face the great encreafe 
Of my defires, whereat I wepe and fyng, 
In ioye and wo, as in a doutfull cafe. 
For my fwete thoughtes fometyme doe pleafure bring : 
But byandby the caufe of my difeafe 
Geves me a pang, that inwardly dothe fting, 

When that I thinke what griefe it is againe, 

To liue and lacke the thing fhould ridde my paine. 


flow eche thing faue the louer in fpring 
reutueth to pleafure. 


WHEN Windfor walles fufteyned my wearied arme, 
My hande my chin, to eafe my reftleffe hed: 

The pleafant plot reuefted green with warme, 

The bloffomd bowes with lufty Ver yfpred, 

The flowred meades, the wedded birdes fo late 

Mine eyes difcouer: and to my mynde reforte 

The ioly woes, the hateleffe fhorte debate, 

The rakehell lyfe that longes to loues difporte. 
Wherewith (alas) the heauy charge of care 

Heapt in my breft breakes forth again{t my will, 

In {moky fighes, that overcaft the ayer. 

My vapord eyes fuche drery teares diftill, 

The tender f{pringe whiche quicken where they fall 
And I halfebent to throwe me downe withall. 


) 
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Vow to loue faithfully howfoeuer 
he be rewarded. : 


SET me wheras the funne doth parche the grene, 
Or where his beames do not diffolue the yfe : 
In temperate heate where he is felt and fene: 
In prefence preft of people, madde or wife. 
Set me in hye, or yet in lowe degree: 
In longeft night, or in the fhorteft daye: 
In cleareft {kye, or where clowdes thickeft be: 
In lufty youth, or when my heeres are graye. 
Set me in heauen, in earth, or els in hell, 
In hyll, or dale, or in the fomyng flood : 
Thrall, or at large, aliue where fo I dwell: 
Sicke, or in health: in evyll fame, or good. 
Hers will I be, and onely with this thought 
Content my felfe, although my chaunce be nought. 


Complaint that his lade after fhe knew 
of his loue kept her face alway 
hidden from him. 


I NEUER fawe my Ladye laye apart 

Her cornet blacke, in colde nor yet in heate, 
Sith firft fhe knew my griefe was growen fo great, 
Which other fanfies driueth from my hart 

That to my felfe I do the thought referue, 

The which vnwares did wounde my wofull breft : 
But on her face mine eyes mought neuer reft, 
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Yet, fins fhe knew I did her loue and ferue 
Her golden treffes cladde alway with blacke, 
Her {milyng lokes that hid thus euermore, 
And that reftraines whiche I defire fo fore. 
So dothe this cornet gouerne me alacke: 
In fomer, funne, in winters breath, a froft: 
Wherby the light of her faire lokes I loft. 


Requeft to his loue to toyne bountie with beautie. 


THE golden gift that nature did thee geue, 

To faften frendes, and fede them at thy wyll, 
With fourme and fauour, taught me to beleue, 
How thou art made to fhew her greateft fkill. 
Whofe hidden vertues are not fo vnknowen, 
But liuely domes might gather at the firft 
Where beautye fo her perfect feede hath fowen, 
Of other graces folow nedes there muft. 

Now certeffe, Ladie, fins all this is true, 

That from aboue thy gyftes are thus ele: 

Do not deface them than with fanfies newe, 
Nor chaunge of mindes let not thy minde infect : 
But mercy him thy frende, that doth thee {erue; 
Who feekes alway thine honour to prelerue: 


Prifoned in Windfor, he recounteth his pleafure 
there paffed. 


SO cruell prifon how coulde betide, alas, 
As proude Windfor? where I in luft and ioye, 
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With a kinges fonne, my childithe yeres did paffe, 

In greater feaft than Priam’s fonnes of Troy: 

Where eche f{wete place returns a tafte full fower, 
The large grene courtes, where we were wont to houe 
With eyes caft vp into the maydens tower. 

And eafie fighes, fuche as folke drawe in loue: 

The ftately feates, the ladies bright of hewe: 

The daunces fhorte, longe tales of great delight : 
With wordes and lokes that tygers coulde but rewe, 
Where eche of vs did pleade the others right : 

The palme play, where defpoyled for the game, 
With dazed eyes oft we by gleames of loue, 

Haue mift the ball, and got fight of our dame, 

To baite her eyes, whiche kept the leads aboue: 

The grauell grounde, with fleues tyed on the helme: 
On fomynge horfe, with fwordes and frendlye hartes : 
With cheare, as though one fhould another whelme: 
Where we haue fought, and chafed oft with dartes, 
With filuer droppes the meade yet fpred for ruthe, 
In actiue games of nimblenes and ftrength, 

Where we did ftraine, trayned with fwarmes of youth, 
‘Our tender lymmes, that yet fhot vp in length: 

The fecrete groues, which oft we made refounde 

Of pleafaunt playnt, and of our ladies prayfe, 
RKecordyng ofte what grace eche one had founde, 
What hope of fpede, what dreade of long delayes: 
The wilde foreft, the clothed holtes with grene: 

With rayns auailed, and {wift ybreathed horfe, 

With crye of houndes, and mery blaftes betwene, 
Where we did chafe the fearfull harte of force, 
The wide vales eke, that harborde vs ech night, 


bf 
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Wherwith (alas) reuiueth in my breft 

The fwete accorde: fuch flepes as yet delight, 
The pleafant dreames, the quiet bed of reft: 
The fecrete thoughtes imparted with fuch truft : 
The wanton talke, the diuers change of play: 
The frendfhip fworne, eche promife kept fo iuft: 
Wherwith we paft the winter night away. 

And, with this thought, the bloud forfakes the face, 
The teares berayne my chekes of deadly hewe: 
The whiche as fone as fobbyng fighes (alas) 
Vp-fupped haue, thus I my plaint renewe: 

O place of bliffe, renuer of my woes, 

Geue me accompt, where is my noble fere: 
Whom in thy walles thou doeft eche night enclofe, 
To other leefe, but vnto me moft dere. 

Eccho (alas) that dothe my forow rewe, 

Returns therto a hollow founde of playnte. 
Thus I alone, where all my fredome grewe, 

In prifon pyne, with bondage and reftrainte, 
And with remembrance of the greater greefe, 
To banifhe the leffe, I find my*chief releefe. 


Lhe louer comforteth himfelf with the worthineffe 
of his loue. 


WHEN ragyng loue with extreme payne 
Moft cruelly diftrains my hart: 
When that my teares, as floudes of rayne, 
Beare witnes of my wofull {mart : 
When fighes haue wafted fo my breath 
That I lye at the poynte of death: 
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I call to minde the nauye greate 
That the Grekes brought to Troye towne : 
And how the boyfteous windes did beate 
Their fhyps, and rente their fayles adowne 
Till Agamemnons daughters bloode 
Appeafde the goddes, that them withftode. 
And how that in thofe ten yeres warre, 
Full many a bloudye dede was done, 
And many a lord, that came full farre, 
There caught his bane (alas) to fone: 
And many a good knight ouerronne, 
Before the Grekes had Helene wonne. 
Then thinke I thus: fithe fuche repayre, 
So longe time warre of valiant men, 
Was all to winne a ladye fayre: 
Shall I not learne to fuffer then, 
And thinke my life well fpent to be, 
Seruing a worthier wight than fhe? 
Therfore I neuer will repent, 
But paynes contented {til endure. 
For like as when, rough winter fpent, 
The pleafant {pring ftraight draweth in vre: 
So after ragyng ftorms of care 
Joyful at length may be my fare. 


d 


Complaint of the abfence of her louer 
being vpon the Sea. 
O HAPPY dames, that may embrace 
The frute of your delight, 
Help to bewaile the wofull cafe, 
And eke the heauy plight 
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Of me, that wonted to reioyce 

The fortune of my pleafant choyce: 

Good Ladies, help to fill my moorning voyce. 
In fhip, freight with rememberance 

Of thoughts, and pleafures patt, 

He failes that hath in governance 

My life, while it will laft: 

With fcalding fighes, for lack of gale, 

Furdering his hope, that is his fail 

Toward me, the fwete port of his auail. 
Alas, how oft in dreames I fe 

Thofe eyes, that were my food, 

Which fomtime fo delited me, 

That yet they do me good. 

Wherwith I wake with his returne, 

Whofe abfent flame did make me burne. 

But when I find the lacke, Lord how I mourne. 
When other louers in armes acroffe, 

Keioyce their chiefe delight : 

Drowned in teares to mourne my loffe, 

I ftand the bitter night, 

In my window, where I may fee, 

Before the windes how the cloudes flee. 

Lo, what mariner loue hath made me. 
And in grene waues when the falt flood 

Doth rife, by rage of winde: 

A. thoufand fanfies in that mood 

Affayle my reftleffe mind, 

Alas, now drencheth my fwete fo, 

That with the fpoyle of my hart did £0, 

And left me but (alas) why did he fo? 
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And when the feas waxe calme againe, 
To chafe fro me annoye, 
My doutfull hope doth caufe me plaine:., 
So dreade cuts of my ioye. 
Thus is my wealth mingled with wo, 
And of ech thought a dout doth growe, 
Now he comes, will he come? alas, no, no. 


Complaint of a diyng louer refufed vpon 
his ladies uniuft miflaking of 
his writyne. 


IN winter’s iuft returne, when Boreas gan his raigne, 

And euery tree vnclothed faft, as nature taught them plaine: 

In mifty morning darke, as fheepe are then in holde, 

I hyed me faft, it fat me on, my fheepe for to vnfolde. 

And as it is a thing, that louers haue by fittes, 

Vnder a palm I heard one crye as he had loft hys wittes. 

Whofe voice did ring fo fhrill, in vttering of his plaint, 

That I amazed was to hear, how loue could hym attaint. 

Ah, wretched man (quod he) come death, and ridde 
thys wo: 

A iuft reward, a happy end, if it may chaunce thee fo. 

Thy pleafures paft haue wrought thy wo, without redreffe. 

If thou hadft neuer felt no ioy, thy fmart had bene the leffe. 

And retchleffe of his life, he gan both fighe and grone, 

A rufull thing me thought, it was, to-hear him make fuch 
mone, 

Thou curfed pen (sayd he) wo worth the bird thee bare ; 

The man, the knife, and all that made thee, wo be to their 

fhare. 
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Wo worth the time, and place, where I fo could endite. 

And wo be it yet once agayne, the pen that fo can write. 

Vnhappy hand, it had ben happy time for me, 

If when to write thou learned firft, unioynted hadft 
thou be. 

Thus curfed he himfelf, and euery other wight, 

Saue her alone whom loue him bound to ferue both day & 
night. 

Which when I heard, and faw, how he himfelfe fordid, 

Againft the ground with bloudy ftrokes, himfelf euen there 
to rid: 

Had ben my heart of flint, it muft haue melted tho: 

For in my life I neuer faw a man fo full of wo. 

With teares, for his redreffe, I rafhly to him ran, 

And in my armes I caught him faft, and thus I {fpake him 
than. 

What wofull wight art thou, that in fuch heauy cafe 

Tormentes thy felfe with fuch defpite, here in this defert 
place ? 

Wherwith, as all agaft, fulfild wyth ire, and dred, 

He caft on me a ftaring loke, with colour pale, and ded. 

Nay, what art thou (quod he) that in this heauy plight 

Doeft finde me here, moft wofull wretch, that life hath in 
defpight ? 

I am (quoth I) but poore, and fimple in degre: 

A fhepardes charge I haue in hand, vnworthy though I be. 

With that he gaue a fighe, as though the fkye fhould fall: 

And lowd (alas) he fhryked oft, and, Shepard, gan he call, 

Come, hie the faft at ones, and print it in thy hart: 


So thou fhalt know, and I thall tell the, giltleffe how I 
fmart. 
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His backe againft the tree, fore febled all with faint, 

With weary fprite he ftretcht him vp: and thus hee told 
his plaint. 

Ones in my hart (quoth he) it chanced me to loue 

Such one, in whom hath nature wrought, her cunning for 
(6: Proue, 

And fure I can not fay, but many yeres were fpent, 

With fuch good will fo recompenft, as both we were content. 

Wherto then I me bound, and fhe likewife alfo, 

The fonne fhould runne his courfe awry, ere we this faith 
forgo. 

Who ioied then, but I? who had this worldes blifs ? 

Who might compare a life to mine, that neuer thought on 
this ? 

But dwelling in thys truth, amid my greateft ioy, 

Is me befallen a greater loffe, than Priam had of Troy. 

She is reuerfed clene: and beareth me in hand, 

That my defertes haue giué her caufe to break thys faith- 

ful band. 

And for my juft excufe auaileth no defenfe. 

Now knoweft thou all: I can no more, but, shepard, hye 
thee henfe, 

And giue him leaue to die, that may no lenger liue: 

Whofe record lo I claime to haue, my death, I doe forgiue. 

And eke when I am gone, be bolde to fpeake it plain: 

Thou haft feen dye the trueft man, that euer loue did pain. 

Wherwith he turned him round, and gafping oft for breath, 

Into his armes a tree he raught, and fayd, welcome my 
death: 

Welcome a thoufand fold, now dearer vnto me 

Than should, without her loue to liue, an emperour to be. 
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Thus, in this wofull ftate, he yelded vp the ghoft: 

And little knoweth his lady, what a louer she hath loft. 

Whofe death when I beheld, no maruail was it, right 

For pitie though my heart did blede, to fee fo piteous fight. 

My blood from heat to colde oft changed wonders fore: 

A thoufand troubles there I found I neuer knew before. 

Twene dread, and dolour fo my {prites were brought in feare, 

That long it was ere I could call to minde, what I did there. 

But, as eche thing hath end, fo had thefe paynes of mine: 

The furies paft, and I my wits reftord by length of time. 

Then, as I could deuife, to feke I thought it beft, 

Where I might finde fome worthy place, for fuch a corfe 
COrcelt, 

And in my mind it came: from thence not farre away, 

Where Chrefeids loue, king Priams fone, ye worthy Troilus 
lay. 

By him I made his tomb, in token he was treew: 

And, as to him belonged well, I couered it with bleew. 

Whofe foule, by Angels power, departed not fo fone, 

But to the heauens, lo it fled, for to receiue his dome. 


Complaint of the absence of her louer 
being upon the fea. 


GoopD Ladies, ye that haue your pleafures in exile, 

Step in your foote, come take a place, & moorne with me 
a while 

And fuch as by their lordes do fet but little price, 

Let them fit ftill: it fkilles them not what chance come on 

ye dice. 
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But ye whom loue hath bound, by ordre of defire 

To loue your lords, whofe good defertes none other wold 
require: 

Come ye yet ones again, and fet your foote by mine, 

Whofe wofull plight and forrowes great, no tong may wel 
define. 

My loue and lord, alas, in whom confiftes my wealth, 

Hath fortune fent to paffe the feas, in hazarde of his health. 

Whome I was wont tembrace with well contented minde 

Is now amidde the foming floods at pleafure of the winde. 

Where God well him preferue, and fone him home me fend. 

Without which hope my life (alas) wer fhortly at an end. 

Whofe abfence yet, although my hope doth tell me plaine, 

With fhort returne he comes anon, yet ceafith not my payne. 

The fearfull dreames I haue oft times do greue me fo: 

That when I wake, I lye in doute, where they be true, or no. 

Sometime the roring seas (me femes) do grow fo hye, 

That my dere Lord (ay me alas) me thinkes I fe him die. 

Another time the fame doth tell me: he is cumme: 

And playeng, where I fhall him find with his faire little fonne. 

So forth I go apace to fe that leefsome fight, | 

And with a kiffe, methink, I fay: welcome my lord, my 
knight : 

Welcome my fwete, alas, the {tay of my welfare. 

Thy prefence bringeth forth a truce atwixt me, & my care. 

Then liuely doth he loke, and falueth me againe, 

And faith: my dere, how is it now, that you haue all thys 
paine? 

Wherwith the heauy cares: that heapt are in my breft, 

Breake forth, and me difchargen clene of all my huge vn- 
reft. 

E 
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But when I me awake, and finde it but a dreme, 

The anguifhe of my former wo beginneth more extreme: 

And me tormenteth fo, that vnneath may I finde 

Some hidden place, wherein to flake the gnawing of my 
mind. 

Thus every way you fe, with abfence how I burn: 

And for my wound no cure I find, but hope of good return. 

Saue whan I think, by fowre how fwete is felt the more, 

It doth abate fom of my paines, that I abode before. 

And then vnto my felf I fay: when we thal meete, 

But litle while fhall feme this paine, the ioy thal be fo fweete. 

Ye windes, I you coniure in chiefeft of your rage, 

That ye my lord me fafely fend, my forowes to affwage: 

And that I may not long abide in this exceffe, 

Do your good will, to cure a wight, that liueth in diftreffe. 


A praife of his loue: wherin he 
reproueth them that compare 
their Ladies with his. 


GIUE place ye louers, here before 
That {pent your boftes and bragges in vaine: 
My Ladies beawtie paffeth more 
The beft of yours, I dare well fayen, 
Than doth the fonne, the candle light : 
Or brighteft day, the darkeft night. 
And thereto hath a trothe as iuft, 
As had Penelope the fayre. 
For what fhe faith, ye may it truft, 
As it by writing fealed were. 
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And vertues hath fhe many moe 
Than I with pen haue {kill to fhowe. 
I coulde rehearfe, if that I wolde, 
The whole effect of nature’s plaint, 
When fhe had loft the perfit mold, 
The like to whom fhe could not paint: 
With wringyng handes howe fhe dyd cry, 
And what fhe faid, I know it, I. 
I knowe fhe fwore with ragyng mynd: 
Her kingdom onely fet apart, 
There was no loffe by lawe of kind 
That could have gone fo nere her hart. 
And this was chiefly all her payne: 
She coulde not make the lyke agayne. 
Sith nature thus gaue her the prayfe, 
To be the chiefeft worke fhe wrought : 
In faith, me thinke, fome better waies 
On your behalfe might well be fought, 
Then to compare (as ye haue done) 
To matche the candle with the fonne. 


Lo the Ladie that {corned 
her louer. 


ALTHOUGH I had a check, 
To geue the mate is hard. 
For I haue found a neck, 

To kepe my men in gard. 
And you that hardy ar 
To geue fo great affay 
Vnto a man of warre, 
To driue his men away, 
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I rede you, take good hede, 
And marke this foolifh verfe : 
For I will fo prouide, 

That I will haue your ferfe. 
And when your ferfe is had, 
And all your warre is done: 
Then fhall your felfe be glad 
To ende that you begon. 

For yf by chance I winne 
Your perfon in the feeld: 

To late then come you in 
Your felfe to me to yeeld. 
For I will vfe my power, 
As captain full of might, 
And fuch I will deuour, 
As vfe to fhew my fpight. 

And for becaufe you gaue 
Me checke in fuch degre, 
This vantage loe I haue: 
Now checke, and garde to the. 
Defend it, if thou may: 

tand {ftiffe, in thine eftate. 
For fure I will affay, 
If I can giue the mate. 


A warning to the louer how he ts abufed 
by hes loue. 


To dearely had I bought my grene and youthfull yeres, 
If in mine age I could not finde when craft for loue apperes. 
And feldom though I come in court among the reft: 
Yet can I iudge in colours dim as depe as can the beft. 
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Where grefe tormentes the man that fuffreth fecret {mart, 

To breke it forth vnto fom frend, it eafeth well the hart. 

So ftandes it now with me for my beloued frend. 

This cafe is thine for whom I fele fuch torment of my minde. 

And for thy fake I burne fo in my fecret brett, 

That till thou know my hole diffeyfe, my hart can haue no 
felt 

I fee how thine abufe hath wrefted fo thy wittes, 

That all it yeldes to thy defire, and folowes the by fittes. 

Where thou haft loued fo long with hart and all thy 
power, 

I fe thee fed with fayned wordes, thy fredom to deuour: 

I know, (though fhe fay nay, and would it well withftand) 

When in her grace thou held the moft, fhe bare thee but 
in hand. 

I fee her pleafant chere in chiefeft of thy fuite: 

Whan thou art gone, I fe him come, that gathers vp the 
fruite. 

And eke in thy refpeét I fe the bafe degree 

Of him to whom fhe gaue the hart that promifed was to the. 

I fe, (what would you more) {tode neuer man fo fure 

On womans word, but wifedome would miftruft it to endure. 


The forfaken louer defcribeth & 
fovfaketh loue. 


O LOTHSOME place where I 
Have fene and herd my dere, 
When in my hart her eye 
Hath made her thought appere, 
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By glfimng with fuch grace 
As fortune it ne would, 
That laften any fpace, 
Betwene us lenger fhould. 

As fortune did advance, 
To further my defire: 

Even fo hath fortunes chance 
Throwen all ammiddes the myre. 
And that I haue deferued 

With true and faithful hart, 

Is to his handes referued, 

That neuer felt the fmart. 

But happy is that man, 
That {caped hath the griefe 
That loue well teche him can 
By wanting his reliefe. 

A {courge to quiet mindes 
It is, who taketh hede, 

A comon plage that bindes, 
A trauell without mede. 

This gift it hath alfo, 
Who fo enioies it moft, 

A thoufand troubles srow, 
To vexe his weried ghoft. 
And last it may not long 
The trueft thing of all 

And fure the greateft wrong 
That is within this thrall, 

But fins thou defert place 
Canft giue me no accompt 
Of my defired grace 
That I to haue was wont, 
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Farewel thou haft me tought, 
To thinke me not the furft, 
That loue hath fet aloft, 

And caften in the duft. 


Lhe louer defcribes his refileffe State. 


AS oft as I behold and fe 

The foueraigne bewtie that me bound: 
The nier my comfort is to me, 

Alas the frefher is my wound. 


A\s flame doth quenche by rage of fire, 
And running ftremes confume by raine: 
So doth the fight, that I defire, 
Appeafe my grief, and deadely paine. 


Firft when I faw thofe criftall {treames, 
Whofe bewtie made my mortall wound: 
I little thought within their beames 

So fwete a venom to haue found. 


But wilfull will did prick me forth, 

Blind Cupide did whippe and guide: 
Force made me take my griefe in worth: 
My fruitles hope my harme did hide. 


As cruell waues full oft be found 
Againft the rockes to rore and cry: 
So doth my hart full oft rebound 
Againft my breft full bitterly. 
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I fall, and fee mine own decay, 

As on that beares flame in hys breft, 
Forgets in paine to put away 

The thing that bredeth mine unreft. 


The louer excufeth himfelf of fufpecied change. 


THOUGH I regarded not 
The promife made by me, 
Or paffed not to {pot 
My faith and honefte: 
Yet were my fancie ftrange, 
And wilfull will to wite, 
If I fought now to change 
A falkon for a kite. 
All men might well difpraife 
My wit and enterprife, 
lf 1 efteemediarpele 
Aboue a pearl in price: 
Or iudged the oule in fight 
The fparehauke to excell, 
Which flieth but in the night, 
As all men know right well: 
Or if I fought to faile 
Into the brittle port, 
Where anker hold doth faile 
To fuch as doe refort, 
And leaue the hauen fure, 
Where blowes no bluftring winde, 
Nor ficklenefs in vre 
So farforth as I finde. 
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No, thinke me not fo light, 
Nor of fo chorlith kinde, 
Though it lay in my might 
My bondage to vnbinde, 
That I would leue the hinde 
To hunt the ganders fo. 

No no I haue no minde 
To make exchanges fo: 

Nor yet to change at all. 
For think it may not be 
That I fhould feke to fall 
From my felicite, 

Defyrous for to win, 
And loth for to forgo, 
Or new change to begin : 
How may all this be fo? 

Ihe fireat cannot freze: 
For it is not his kinde, 

Nor true loue cannot lefe 
The conftance of the minde. 
Yet as fone fhall the fire 
Want heat to blaze and burn, 
As I in fuch defire, 

Haue once a thought to turne. 


Earl of Surveys Poems. 


A careleffe man, fcorning and defcribing, the Suttle 


vfage of women towarde thei louers. 


WRAPT in my careleffe cloke, as I walke to and fro: 

I fe, how loue ca fhew, what force there reigneth in his 
bow 

And how he fhoteth eke, a hardy hart to wound: 

And where he glanceth by agayne, that litle hurt is found. 

For feldom is it fene he woundeth hartes alike. 

The tone may rage, when tothers loue is often farre to 
feke. 

All this I fe, with more: and wonder thinketh me: 

Howe he can ftrike the one fo fore, and leaue the other fre. 

I fe, that wounded wight, that fuffreth all this wrong : 

How he is fed with yeas and nayes, and liueth all to long. 

In filence though I kepe fuch fecretes to my felf: 

Yet do I fe, how fhe fomtime doth yeld a loke by ftelth : 

As though it feemd, ywys I will not lofe the fo. 

When in her hart fo {wete a thought did neuer truely go. 

Then fay I thus: alas, that man is farre from bliffe: 

That doth receiue for his relief none other gayn, but this. 

And fhe, that fedes him fo, I fele and finde it plain: 

Is but to glory in her power, that ouer fuch can reign. 

Nor are fuch graces fpent, but when fhe thinkes, that he, 

A weried man is fully bent fuch fanfies to let flie: 

Then to retain him ftil fhe wrafteth new her grace, 

And fmileth lo, as though fhe would forthwith the man 

embrace. 
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But when the proofe is made to try fuch lokes withall, 

He findeth then the place all voyde, and fraighted full of 
eall. 

Lorde what abufe is this? who can fuch women praife ? 

That for their glory do deuife to vfe fuch crafty wayes. 

I, that among the reft do fit, and mark the row, 

Fynde that in her is greater craft, then is in twenty mo. 

Whofe tender yeres, alas, with wyles so well are fpedde: 

What will fhe do, when hory heares are powdred in her 
hedde? 


The meanes to attain happy life. 


MARTIALL, the thinges that do attayn 
The happy life, be thefe, I finde. 

The richeffe left, not got with pain: 
The frutefull ground: the quiet mynde: 
The egall frend, no grudge, no ftrife: 
No charge of rule, nor governance: 
Without difeafe the healthfull lyfe: 
The houfehold of continuance : 

The meane diet, no delicate fare: 

Trew wifdom ioyned with fimpleneffe : 
The night difcharged of all care, 

Where wine the wit may not oppreffe : 
The faithful wife, without debate: 

Such flepes, as may begyle the night : 
Contented with thine owne eftate, 

Ne with for death, ne feare his might. 
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Pratfe of mean and conflant eftate. 


OF thy lyfe, Thomas, this compaffe well mark: 
Not aye with full fayles the hye feas to beat : 
Ne by coward dred, in fhonning ftormes dark, 
On fhalow fhores thy keel in perill freat. 


Who fo gladly halfeth the golden meane, 
Voyde of dangers aduifdly hath his home 
Not with lothfom muck, as a den vncleane : 
Nor palacelyke, wherat difdayn may glome,. 


The lofty pyne the great winde often riues: 

With violenter fwey falne turrets ftepe: 
Lightninges affault the hye mountains, and cliues, 
A hart well ftayd, in ouerthwartes depe, 


Hopeth amendes: in fwete, doth feare the fowre. 
God that fendeth, withdraweth winter fharp. 
Now ill, not aye thus: once Phebus to lowre, 
With bow vnbent fhall ceffe, and frame to harp, 


His voyce. In ftraite eftate appere thou ftout : 
And fo wifely, when lucky gale of winde 

All thy puft failes fhall fil, loke well about: 
Take in a ryft: haft is waft, profe doth finde. 
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Pratfe of certain pfalmes of Dauid, tranflated by 
fir I. W. the elder. 


THE great Macedon, that out of Perfie chafed 
Darius, of whofe huge power all Afie rong, 
In the rich ark dan Homers rimes he placed, 
Who fayned geftes of heathen princes fong. 
What holy graue? what worthy fepulture 
To Wyattes Pfalmes fhould Chriftians then purchafe ? 
Where he doth paint the liuely faith, and pure, 
The ftedfaft hope, the fwete returne to grace 
Of iuft Dauid, by perfite penitence. 
Where rulers may fe in a mirrour clere 
The bitter frute of falfe concupifcence : 
How Jewry bought Urias death full dere. 
In princes hartes gods fcourge imprinted depe, 
Ought them awake, out of their finfull flepe. 


Of the death of the fame fir T. W. 


DYUERS thy death doe diuerfely bemone. 

Some, that in prefence of thy liuelyhed 

Lurked, whofe breftes enuy with hate had fwolne, 
Yeld Cefars teares vpon Pompeius hed, 

Some, that watched with the murdrers knife, 
With egre thirft to drink thy giltleffe blood, 
Whole practife brake by happy ende of lyfe, 


Wepe enuious teares to heare thy fame fo good. 
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But I, that knew what harbred in that hed: 

What vertues rare were temperd in that breft : 

Honour the place, that fuch a iewell bred, 

And kiffe the ground, whereas the corfe doth reft, 
With vapord eyes: from whence fuch ftreames avay]l, 
As Pyramus dyd on Thisbes breft bewail. 


Of the fame. 


W. refteth here, that quick could neuer reft : 
Whofe heauenly giftes encreafed by difdayn, 
And vertue fank the deper in his breft. 
Such profit he by enuy could obtain. 
A hed, where wifdom mifteries did frame: 
Whofe hammers bet ftyll in that liuely brayn, 
As on a ftithe: where that fome work of fame 
Was dayly wrought, to turne to Britaines gayn. 
A vifage ftern, and myld: where bothe did grow, 
Vice to contemne, in vertue to rereyec:. 
Amid great ftormes, whom grace affured fo, 
To lyue vpright, and fmile at fortune’s choyce. 
A hand, that taught what might be fayd in ryme: 
That reft Chaucer the glory of his wit: 
A mark, the which (vnparfited for time) 
Some may approche, but neuer none fhall hit. 
A toung, that ferued in forein realmes his king : 
Whofe courteous talke to vertue did enflame. 
Eche noble hart: a worthy guide to bring 
Our Englith youth, by trauail, vnto fame. 
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An eye, whofe iudgement none affect could blinde, 
Frendes to allure, and foes to reconcile: 
Whofe perfing loke did reprefent a mynde 
With vertue fraught, repofed, voyd of gyle. 

A hart, where drede was neuer fo impreft, 
To hyde the thought, that might the trouth auance: 
In neyther fortune loft, nor yet repreft, 

To {well in wealth, or yeld vnto mifchance. 

A valiant corps, where force and beawty met: 

Happy, alas, to happy, but for foes: 
Liued, and ran the race, that nature fet: 
Of manhodes fhape, where fhe the molde did lofe. 

But to the heauens that fimple foule is fled: 
Which left with fuch, as couet Chrift to know, 
Witneffe of faith, that neuer fhall be ded: 

Sent for our helth, but not receiued fo. 
Thus, for our gilte this iewel haue we loft: 
The earth his bones, the heauens poffeffe his goft. 


Of Sardinapalus difhonorable life, 
and miferable death. 


THASSYRIAN king in peace, with foule defire, 
And filthy luftes, that ftaynd his regall hart 

In warre that fhould fet princely hartes on fire: 
Did yeld, vanquifht for want of marciall art. 
The dint of fwordes from kiffes femed ftrange : 
And harder, than his ladies fyde, his targe : 
From glutton feaftes to fouldiars fare, a change: 
His helmet, farre aboue a garlands charge. 
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Who fcace the name of manhode did retayn, 

Drenched in flouth and womanifh delight, 

Feble of fpirte, impacient of pain: 

When he had loft his honor, and his right: 
Proud, time of wealth, in ftormes appalled with drede, 
Murthered himfelf, to fhew fome manful dede. 


How no age ts content with his own eftate, & how 
the age of children is the happiest, of they 
had frill to vnderftand 7t. 


LAYD in my quiet bed, in ftudy as I were, 

I faw within my troubled head, a heape of thoughtes 
appere : , 

And euery thought did fhew fo liuely in myne eyes, 

That now I fighed, & the I fmilde, as caufe of thought 
doth ryfe. 

I faw the lytle boy in thought, how oft that he 

Did wifh of god, to {cape the rod, a tall yongman to be. 

The yongman eke that feles, his bones with paines op- 
preft, : 

How he would be a rich olde man, to lyue and lye at reft. 

The rich oldman that fees his end draw on fo fore, 

How he would be a boy agayn, to liue fomuch the more. 

Wherat full oft I fmilde, to fe, how all thefe three, 

From boy to man, from man to boy, would chop & change 
degree. 

And mufyng thus I thynk, the cafe is very ftrange, 

That man from welth, to lyue in wo, doth euer feke to 

change. 
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Thus thoughtfull as I lay, I faw my wytherd fkyn, 

How it doth fhow my dented chewes, the flefh was worne 
fo thyn: 

And eke my toothleffe chaps, the gates of my rightway, 

That opes and fhuts, as I do fpeake, doe thus vnto me 
fay: 

Thy white and hoarifh heares, the meffengers of age, 

That fhew, like lines of true belief, that this life doth 
affwage, 

Byds thee lay hand, and fele them hanging on thy chin: 

The whiche do write two ages patft, the third now comming 
in. 

Hang vp therfore the bit of thy yong wanton tyme: 

And thou that therin beaten art, the happieft life define. 

Wherat I fighed, and fayd, farewell, my wonted ioy: 

Truffe vp thy pack, and trudge from me to euery litle 
boy: 

And tell them thus from me, theyr tyme moft happy is: 

If, to their time, they reafon had to know the trueth of 
this. 


Bonum eft mihi quod humiliafii me. 


THE ftormes are paft thefe cloudes are overblowne, 
And humble chere great rygour hath repreft : 

For the defaute is fet a paine foreknowne, 

And pacience graft in a determed brett. 

And in the hart where heapes of gricfes were growne, 
The fwete revenge hath planted mirth and reft, 

No company fo pleafant as myne owne. 
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Thraldom at large hath made this prifon fre, 
Danger well paft, remembred, workes delight : 
Of lingring doutes fuch hope is {prong pardie, 
That nought I finde difpleafaunt in my fight: 
But when my glaffe prefented vnto me. 

The curelefs wound that bledeth day and nyght, 
To think (alas) fuch hap fhould graunted be 
Vnto a wretch that hath no hart to fight, 

To fpill that blood that hath fo oft bene fhed, 
For Britannes fake (alas) and now is ded. 


Eixhortacion to learne by others 
trouble, 


My RATCLIF, when thy rechleffe youth offendes : 
Receue thy fcourge by others chaftifement. 

For fuch callyng, when it workes none amendes: 
Then plages are fent without aduertifement. 

Yet Salomon fayd, the wronged {hall recure : 
But Wiat faid true, the {carre doth aye endure. 


Lhe fanfie of a werted louer. 


THE fanfy, which that I haue ferued long, 

That hath alway bene enmy to myne eafe, 
semed of late to rue vpon my wrong, 

And bad me flye the caufe of my mifeafe. 

And I forthwith dyd preafe out of the throng, 
That thought by flight my painfull hart to pleafe 
Som other way: tyll I faw faith more ftrong : 
And to my felf I fayd: Alas, thofe dayes 
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In vayn were {pent, to runne the race fo long. 
And with that thought, I met my guyde, that playn, 
Out of the way wherin I wandred wrong, 
Brought me amiddes the hylles, in bafe Bullayn: 
Where I am now, as reftleffe to remayn 
Again{ft my will, full pleafed with my payn. 
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The louer for fhamefafineffe hideth 
his defive within his 


faithfull hart. 


Tue longe loue, that in my thought I harber, 
And in my hart doth kepe his refidence, 

Into my face preafeth with bold pretence, 

And there campeth difplaying his banner. 

She that me learns to loue and to fuffer, 

And willes that my truft, and luftes negligence 
3e reined by reafon, fhame, and reverence, 
With his hardineffe takes difpleafure. 
Wherwith loue to the hartes foreft he fleeth, 
Leauing his enterprife with paine and crye, 
And there him hideth, and not appeareth. 
What may I do? when my maifter feareth, 
But in the field with him to liue and dye, 

For good is the life, endyng faithfully. 


Lhe louer waxeth wifer, and will not 
de for affection. 


YET was I neuer of your loue agreued, 
Nor neuer fhall, while that my life doth laft: 
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But of hatyng my felf, that date is paft, 

And teares continual fore haue me weried. 

I will not yet in my graue be buried, 

Nor on my tombe your name haue fixed faft, 
As cruel caufe, that did the f{prite fone hatft. 
From thunhappy boones by great fighes ftirred. 
Then if an hart of amorous fayth and will 
Content your minde withouten doyng grief: 
Pleafe it you fo to this, to do relief: 

If otherwife you feke for to fulfill 

Your wrath: you erre, and fhal not as you wene, 
And you your felf the caufe therof haue bene. 


The abufed louer feeth his foly, and entendeth 
to trufe no more. 


WAS neuer file yet half fo well yfiled, 
To file a file for any fmithes intent, 
As I was made a filyng inftrument, 
To frame other, while that I was begiled. 
But reafon, loe, hath at my foly fmiled, 

And pardoned me, fins that I me repent 

Of my loft yeres, and of my time mifpent. 
For youth led me, and falfhod me mifguided. 
Yet, this truft I haue of great apparence: 
Sins that difceit is ay returnable, 

Of verye force it is agreable, 

That therwithall be done the recompenfe. 
Then gile begiled playnd fhould be neuer, 
And the reward is little truft for euer. 
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The louer defcribeth his being firtken 
with fight of his loue. 


THE liuely fparkes, that iffue from thofe eyes, 
Againft the which there vaileth no defence, 
Have perft my hart, and done it none offence, 
With quakyng pleafure, more then once or twife. 
Was neuer man could any thing deuife, 

Sunne beames to turne with fo great vehemence 
To dafe mans fight, as by their bright prefence 
Dafed am I, much like vnto the gife 

Of on ftriken with dint of lightenyng, 

Blind with the ftroke, and erryng here and there. 
So call I for helpe, I not when, nor where, 

The payne of my fall paciently bearyng. 

For ftreight after the blafe (as is no wonder) 

Of deadly noyfe heare I the fearfull thunder. 


The waueryng louer wylleth, and dreadeth, 
to moue his defire. 


SUCH vain thought, as wonted to miflead me 
In defert hope by well affured mone, 

Makes me from company to liue alone, 

In followyng her whom reafon bids me fle. 
And after her my hart would faine be gone: 
But armed fighes my way do {top anone, 
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Twixt hope and dread lockyng my libertie. 
So fleeth fhe by gentle crueltie. 

Yet as I geffe vnder difdainfull brow 

One beame of ruth is in her cloudy loke: 


Which comfortes the mind, that erft for fear fhoke. 


That bolded ftraight the way then feke I how 
To vtter forth the fmart I bide within : 
But fuch it is, I not how to begyn. 


The louer hauing dreamed entoying of his 


loue, complaineth that the dreame 
7s not either longer or truer. 


UNSTABLE dreame, accordyng to the place, 

Be ftedfaft ones, or els at leaft be true. 

By tafted fweteneffe, make me not to rew 

The foden loffe of thy falfe fained grace. 

By good refpect in fuch a dangerous cafe 

Thou broughteft not her into thefe toffing feas, 
But madeft my fprite to liue my care tencreafe, 
My body in tempeft her delight tembrace. 

The body dead, the fprite had his defire, 
Painleffe was thone, the other in delight. 

Why then alas did it not kepe it right, 

But thus return to leape into the fire: 

And where it was at wifhe, could not remayne ? 


Such mockes of dreames do turne to deadly payne. 
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The louer unhappy biddeth happy louers retotce 
in May, while he waileth that moneth 
to him moft valucky. 


YE that in loue finde luck and fwete abundance, 
And lyue in luft of ioyful iolitie, 

Aryfe for fhame, do way your fluggardy : 
Arife I fay, do May fome obferuance : 

Let me in bed lye, dreamyng in mifchance. 
Let me remember my miffehappes vnhappy, 
That me betide in May moft commonly : 

As one whom loue lift little to aduance. 
Stephan faid true, that my nativitie 
Mifchanced was with the ruler of May. 

He geft (I proue) of that the veritie. 

In May my wealth, and eke my wittes, I fay, 
Haue ftand fo oft in fuch perplexitie: 

Joye: let me dreame of your felicitie. 


The louer confeffeth him in loue with Phillis. 


IF waker care: if fodayn pale colour : 
If many fighes, with litle fpeach to plaine: 
Now ioye, now wo: if they my chere diftayne: 
For hope of f{mall, if much to fear therfore, 

To hafte, or flack: my pace to leffe, or more: 
Be figne of loue: then do I loue agayne. 

If thou afke whom: fure fins I did refrayne 
Brunet, that fet my welth in fuch a rore, 
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Thunfayned chere of Phillis hath the place, 
That Brunet had: fhe hath, and euer fhall : 
She from my felf now hath me in her grace; .. 
She hath in hand my wit, my will, and all: 
My hart alone welworthy fhe doth ftay, 
Without whofe helpe {kant do I liue a day: 


Of others fained forrow, and the louers 
Jained mirth. 


CESAR, when that the traitour of Egypt 
With thonorable hed did him prefent, 
Coueryng his harts gladneffe, did reprefent 
Plaint with his teares outward, as it is writ. 
Eke Hannibal, when fortune him outfhyt 
Clene from his reigne, and from all his entent, 
Laught to his folke, whom forow did torment, 
His cruel defpite for to difgorge and quit. 
So chanceth me, that euery paffion 
The minde hideth by colour contrary, 
With fayned vifage, now fad, now mery. 
Wherby, if that I laugh at any feafon: 

It is becaufe I haue none other way 

To cloke my care, but vnder fport and play. 


Of change in minde. 


ECHE man me telth, I change moft my deuife : 
And, on my faith, me thinke it good reafon 
To change purpofe, like after the feafon. 

For in ech cafe to kepe ftill one guife, 
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Is mete for them, that would be taken wife. 

And I am not of fuch maner condicion : 

But treated after a diuers fafhion : 

And therupon my diuerfeneffe doth rife. 

But you, this diuerfeneffe that blamen moft, 
Change you no more, but ftill after one rate 
Treat you me well: and kepe you in that ftate. 
And while with me doth dwell this weried goft, 
My word nor I fhall not be variable, 

But alwaies one, your owne both firme and ftable. 


How the louer perifheth in his delight, as 
the fice in the fire. 


SOME fowles there be, that haue fo perfit fight 
Againft the funne their eies for to defend: 
And fome, becaufe the light doth them offend, 
Neuer appeare, but in the darke, or night. 
Other reioyce, to fe the fire fo bryght, 

And wene to play in it, as they pretend: 

But find contrary of it, that they intend. 

Alas, of that fort may I be, by right. 

For to withftand her loke I am not able: 

Yet can I not hide me in no dark place= 

So foloweth me remembrance of that face: 
That with my teary eyn, fwolne, and vnftable, 
My defteny to beholde her doth me lead: 
And yet I knowe, I runne into the glead. 
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Againft hts tong that fatled 
to vtter his futes. 


BECAUSE I ftill kept thee fro lyes, and blame, 
And to my power alwayes thee honoured, 
Vnkind tongue, to yll haft thou me rendred, 

For fuch defert to do me wreke and fhame. 

_In nede of fuccour moft when that I am, 

To afke reward: thou ftandft like one afraied, 
Alway moft cold: and if one word be fayd, 

As in a dreame, vnperfit is the fame. 

And ye falt teares, agayn{ft my wyll eche nyght, 
That are wyth me, when I would be alone: 
Then are ye gone, when I fhould make my mone. 
And ye fo ready fighes, to make me fhright, 
Then are ye flacke, when that ye fhould outftart, 
And onely doth my loke declare my hart. 


Defcription of the contrartous paffions 
am a louer. 


I FIND no peace, and all my warre is done: 
(fear, andinoperelaburne, and trefe like yie: 
[iflvervaloitey ct cans lenotianic- 

And nought I haue, and all the worlde I feafon. 
That lockes nor lofeth, holdeth me in pryfon, 
And holdes me not, yet can I {cape no wife: 
Nor lette mic ite snomdye, at. my déuile, 

And yet of death it geueth me occafion. 
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Without eye I fe, without tong I playne: 

I wifh to peryfh, yet I afke for helth: 

I loue another, and thus I hate my felfe. 

I fede me in forow, and laugh in all my payne. 
Lo, thus difpleafeth me both death and life, 
And my delight is caufer of this ftrife. 


The louer compareth his flate to a fhippe in 
perilous florme toffed on the fea. 


My galley charged with forgetfulneffe, 

Through fharpe feas, in winter nightes doth paffe, 
Twene rocke and rocke: and eke my fo (alas) 
That is my lord, ftereth with cruelneffe: 

And euery houre, a thought in readineffe, 

As though that death were light, in fuch a cafe. 
An endleffe wynd doth teare the fayle apace 

Of forced fighes, and trufty fearfulneffe. 

A rayn of teares, a clowde of darke difdayne 
Haue done the weried coardes great hinderance, 
Wrethed with errour, and wyth ignorance. 

The ftarres be hidde that leade me to this payne : 
Drownde is reafon that fhould. be my comfort : 
And I remayne, defpearyng of the port. 


Of douteous loue. 


AUISYNG the bright beames of thofe fayre eyes, 
Where he abides that mine oft moiftes and wafheth: 
The weried mynd ftreight from the hart departeth, 
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_ To reft within hys worldly Paradife, 
And bitter findes the fwete, vnder this gyfe. 


What webbes there he hath wrought, well he perceaueth 


Wherby then with him felf on loue he playneth, 
That fpurs wyth fire, and brydleth eke with yfe. 
In fuch extremity thus is he brought : 

Frofen now cold, and now he ftandes in flame: 
Twixt wo, and welth: betwixt earneft, and game, 
With feldome glad, and many a diuers thought : 
In fore repentance of hys hardineffe. 

Of fuch a roote lo cometh frute fruteleffe. 


The louer fheweth how he ts forfaken of 
Such as he fomtime 
entoyed. 


THEY flee from me, that fomtime did me feke, 
With naked fote ftalkyng within my chamber. 
Once haue I feen them gentle, tame, and meke, 
That now are wild, and do not once remember 
That fometyme they haue put them felues in danger, 
To take bread at my hand, and now they range, 
Bufily fekyng in continuall change. 

Thanked be fortune, it hath bene otherwife 
Twenty tymes better: but once efpeciall, 
In thinne aray, after a pleafant gyfe, 
When her loofe gowne did from her fhoulders fall, 
And fhe me caught in her armes long and fmall, 
And therwithal, fo fwetely did me kyffe, 
And foftly fayd: deare hart, how like you this? 


Sir Thomas Wyatt's Poems. 


It was no dreame: for I lay broade awakyng. 


But all is turnde now through my gentleneffe, 
Into a bitter fafhion of forfakyng: 

And I haue leaue to go of her goodneffe, 

And the alfo to vfe newfangleneffe. 

But, fins that I vnkindly fo am ferued : 

How like you this, what hath fhe now deferued ? 


Lo a lade to anfwere directly 
with yea or nay. 


MADAME, withouten many wordes: 
Once I am fure you will or no. 

And if you will, then leaue your boordes, 
And vfe your wit, and fhew it fo: 
For with a beck you fhall me call. 
And if of one, that burns alway, 

Ye haue pity or ruth at all: 

Anfwer hym fayer with yea or nay. 
If it be yea: I thall be faine. 

Yf it be nay: frendes, as before. 

You fhall another man obtayn: 

And I mine owne, and yours nomore. 


Lo his loue whom he had kiffed 
againft her wrll. 


ALAS, Madame, for ftealing of a kiffe, 


Haue I fo much your mynde therin offended ? 
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Or haue I done fo greuoufly amiffe : 

That by no meanes, it may not be amended ? 
Keuenge you then, the redieft way is this: 
An other kiffe my life it thall haue ended. 
For, to my mouth the firft my hart did fuck: 
The next fhall clene out of my breft it pluck. 


Of the ielous man that loued the Jame woman 
and efpied this other fitting with her. 


THE wandring gadling, in the fommer yee. 
That findes the Adder with his rechleffe foote 
Startes not difmaid fo fodeinly afide, 
As iealous defpite did, though there were no boote, 
When that he faw me fitting by her fyde, 
That of my health is very crop, and roote. 

It pleafed me then to haue fo fayre a grace, 

To ftyng the hart, that would haue had my place. 


To his loue from whom he hadd her gloues. 


WHAT nedes thefe threatnyng woordes and watted wynd ? 


All this can not make me reftore my pray, 

To robbe your good, ywis is not my minde: 

Nor caufeleffe your faire hand did I difplay. 

Let loue be iudge: or els whom next we finde: 

That may both hear, what you and I can fay. 
She reft my heart: and I a gloue from her: 

Let vs fe then if one be worth the other. 
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Of the fained frend. 


RIGHT true it is, and fayd full yore ago: 

Take hede of him, that by the backe thee claweth: 
For, none is worfe, then is a frendly fo. 

Thought he feme good, all thing that thee deliteth, 
Yet know it well, that in thy bofome crepeth. 

For many a man fuch fire ofttimes he kindleth: 
That with the blafe his berd him felf he fingeth. 


The louer taught, miftrufteth 
allurementes. 


Ir may be good like it who lift : 
But I do dout, who can me blame? 
For oft affured, yet haue I mift: 
And now againe I fear the fame, 
The wordes, that from your mouth laft came, 
Of fodayn change make me agaft. 
. For dread to fall, I ftand not faft. 
Alas I tread an endleffe mafe: 
That feke taccord two contraries : 
And hope thus ftyll, and nothing hafe 
Imprifoned in liberties, 
As one vnheard, and ftyll that cryes: 
Alwayes thirfty, and naught doth tafte, 
For dreade to fall, l[ttand negaar: 
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Affured I dout I be not fure, 
Should I then truft vnto fuch furetie ? 
That oft haue put the proufe in vre, 
And neuer yet haue found it truftie ? 
Nay fyr in fayth, it were great folly. 
And yet my life thus do I wafte, 

For dreade to fall I ftand not faft. 


The lover complayneth that his loue 
doth not pitie him. 


RESOWNDE my voyce ye woodes, that heare me plaine : 
Both hilles and vales caufyng reflexion, 
And riuers eke, record ye of my paine: 
Which haue oft forced ye by compaffion, 
As iudges lo to heare my exclamacion. 
Amonge whom, fuch (I finde) yet doth remaine. 
Where I it feke, alas, there is difdaine. 
Oft ye riuers, to hear my wofull founde, 
Haue ftopt your cours, and plainely to expreffe, 
Many a teare by moifture of the grounde 
The earth hath wept to hear my heauineffe : 
Which caufeleffe I endure without redreffe. 
The hugy okes have rored in the winde, 
Ech thing methought complayning in their kinde. 
Why then alas doth not fhe on me rew, 
Or is her hart fo hard that no pitie 
May in it finke, my ioye for to renew? 
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O {tony heart who hath thus framed thee 

So cruell: that art cloked with beauty, 

That from thee may no grace to me procede, 
But as reward death for to be my mede. 


The louer rewoyfeth againft fortune that by 
hindering his fute had happily made 
him forfake his folly. 


IN fayth I wot not what to fay, 
Thy chaunces ben fo wonderous, 
Thou fortune with thy diuers play 
That makft the ioyful dolourous, 
And eke the fame right ioyous. 
Yet though thy chayne hath me enwrapt, 
Spite of thy hap, hap hath well hapt. 

Though thou haft fet me for a wonder, 
And fekeft by change to do me payne: 
Mens mindes yet mayft thou not fo order, 
For honeftie, if it remayne, 

Shall fhine for all thy cloudy rayne. 
In vayne thou fekeft to haue me trappt ; 
Spite of thy hap, hap hath well hapt. 

In hindryng me, me didft thou further, 

And made a gap where was a ftyle. 

Cruell willes ben oft put vnder ; 

Wenyng to lower, then didft thou fmile. 
Lord, how thy felfe thou didft begyle, 
That in thy cares wouldft me haue wrapt ? 
But fpite of thy hap, hap hath well hapt. 
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A renouncing of hardly 
e/caped loue. 


FAREWELL the hart of crueltie. 
Though that with payne my libertie 
Deare haue I bought, and wofully 
Finifht my fearfull tragedy. 

Of force I muft forfake fuch pleafure : 
A good caufe iuft, fins I endure 
Therby my wo, whiche be ye fure, 
Shall therwith go me to recure. 

I fare as one efcapt that fleeth, 
Glad he is gone, and yet ftyll feareth 
Spied to be caught, and fo dredeth 
That he for nought his paine lefeth. 
In ioyfull payne reioyce my hart, 
Thus to fuftaine of ech a part. 

Let not this fong from thee aftart. 
Welcome among my pleafant {mart. 


The louer to his bed, with defcribing 
of his unquret fate. 


THE reftful place, renewer of my fmart: 
The labours falve, encreafing my forow: 
The bodyes eafe, and troubler of my hart : 
Quieter of minde, myne unquiet fo: 


Forgetter of payne, remembrer of my wo: 
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The place of flepe, wherin Ido but wake: 

Befprent with teares, my bed, I thee forfake. 
The frofty fnowes may not redreffe my heat : 

Nor heat of funne abate my feruent cold. 

I know nothing to eafe my paynes fo great. 

Ech cure caufeth encreafe by twenty fold, 

Renewyng cares vpon my forowes old. 

Such overthwart effectes in me they make. 
Befprent with teares, my bedde for to forfake. 
But all for nought: I finde no better eafe 
In bed, or out. This moft caufeth my paine: 
Where I do feke how beft that I may pleafe, 

My loft labour (alas) is all in vaine. 

My hart once fet, I can not it refrayne. 

No place from me my grief away can take. 
Wherfore with teares, my bed, I thee forfake. 


Compartfon of loue to a fireame 
Salling from the Alpes. 


FROM thefe hie hilles as when a {pring doth fall, 
It trilleth downe with ftill and futtle courfe, 

Of this and that it gathers ay and fhall, 

Till it haue iuft downflowed to ftreame and force : 
Then at the fote it rageth ouer all. 

So fareth loue, when he hath tane a fource. 

Rage is his raine. Refiftance vayleth none, 

The firft efchue is remedy alone. 
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Wyates complaint upon Loue, to Reafon: 
with Loues anfwer. 


MvNneE olde dere enmy, my froward maifter, 
Afore that Quene, I caufde to be accited, 
Which holdeth the diuine part of our nature, 
That, like as golde in fire he mought be tryed. 
Charged with dolour, there I me prefented 
With horrible feare, as one that greatly dredeth 
A wrongfull death, and iuftice alway feketh. 

And thus I fayd: once my left foote, Madame, 
When I was yong, I fet within his reigne: 
Wherby other than fierly burning flame 
I neuer felt, but many a greuous pain. 

Torment I fuffred, angre, and difdain : 
That mine oppreffed pacience was paft, 
And I mine owne life hated, at the laft. 

Thus hitherto haue I my time paffed 
In pain and fmart. What wayes profitable : 
How many pleafant dayes haue me efcaped, 

In feruing this falfe lyer fo deceauable ? 

What wit haue wordes fo preft, and forceable, 
That may conteyn my great mifhappineffe, 

And iuft complaintes of his vngentleneffe ? 

So fmall hony, much aloes, and gall, 

In bitterneffe, my blinde life hath ytafted. 
His falfe femblance, that turneth as a ball: 
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With fair and amorous daunce, made me be traced, 
And where I had my thought, and mynde araced, 
From earthly frailneffe, and from vayn pleature, 
Me from my reft he toke, and fet in errour. 

God made he me regardleffe, than I ought, 
And to my felf to take right litle hede : 
And for a woman have I fet at nought 
All other thoughtes : in this onely to fpede. 
And he was onely counfeler of this dede : 
Whettyng alwayes my youthly frayle defire 
On cruell whetfton, tempered with fire. 

But (Oh, alas) where, had I euer wit? 
Or other gift, geuen to me of nature ? 
That fooner fhalbe changed my weried fprite : 
Then the obftinate wyll, that is my ruler. 
So robbeth he my fredom with difpleafure, 
This wicked traytour, whom I thus accufe: 
That bitter life hath turned in pleafant vfe. 

He hath me hafted, thorough diuers regions : 
Through defert wodes, and fharp hye mountaines : 
Through froward people, and through bitter paffions: 
Through rocky feas, and over hills and plains: 
With weary trauel, and with laborous paynes : 
Alwayes in trouble and in tedioufneffe: 
All in errour, and dangerous diftreffe. 

But nether he, nor fhe, my tother fo, 
For all my flight, did euer me forfake : 
That though my timely death hath been to flow 
That me as yet, it hath not overtake: 
The heauenly goddes of pity doe it flake. 
And, note they this his cruell tiranny, 
That fedes him, with my care, and mifery. 
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Since I was his, hower refted I neuer, 
Nor loke to do: and eke the waky nightes 
The banifhed flepe may in no wife recouer. 
By guile, and force, ouer my thralled fprites, 

He is ruler: fince which bel neuer ftrikes, 
That I heare not as founding to renue 
My plaintes. Himfelf, he knoweth, that I fay true. 

For neuer wormes olde rotten ftocke haue eaten : 
As he my hart, where he is refident, 

And doth the fame with death dayly threaten. 
Thence come the teares, and thence the bitter torment : 
The fighes, the wordes, and eke the languifhment : 
That anoy both me, and peraduenture other. 

Iudge thou: that knoweft the one, and eke the tother. 

Mine adverfair, with fuch greuous reproofe, 
Thus he began. Heare, Lady, thother part: 
That the plain troth, from which he draweth aloofe : 
This vnkinde man may fhew, ere that I part. 
In his yong age, I toke him from that art, 
That felleth wordes, and makes a clatteryng Knight : 
And of my wealth I gaue him the delight. 

Now fhames he not on me for to complain, 
That held him evermore in pleafant gain, 
From his defyre, that might haue been his payn. 
Yet therby alone I brought him to fome frame: 
Which now, as wretchednes, he doth fo blame: 
And towarde honor quickned I his wit: 
Where: as a dafkard els he mought have fit. 

He knoweth, how grete Atride that made Troy freat, 
And Hanniball, to Rome fo troubelous : 
Whom Homer honored, Achilles that great, 
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And thafricane Scipion the famous: 
And many other, by much honour glorious : 
Whofe fame, and honor did bring them aboue: 
I did let fall in bafe difhoneft loue. 
And vnto him, though he vnworthy were: 
I chofe the beft of many a Million: 
That, vnder fonne yet neuer was her pere, 
Of wifdom, womanhod, and of difcrecion: 
And of my grace I gaue her fuch a facion, 
And eke fuch way I taught her for to teache, 
That neuer bafe thought his hart fo hye might reche. 

Euermore thus to content his maiftreffe, 

That was his onely frame of honefty, 

I ftirred him ftill, toward gentleneffe : 

And caufde him to regard fidelity. 

Pacience I taught him in aduerfity. 

Such vertues learned, he in my great fchole : 
Wherof repenteth, now the ignorant foole. 

Thefe, were the fame deceites, and bitter gall, 
That I haue vfed, the torment and the anger : 
Sweeter, than euer dyd to other fall, 

Of right good fede yll frute loe thus I gather, 
And fo fhall he, that the vnkinde dothe further. 
A Serpent nourifh I vnder my wing: 

And now of nature, ginneth he to ftyng. 

And for to tell, at laft, my great feruife. 

From thoufand difhonefties haue I him drawen : 
That by my means, him in no maner wyfe, 

Neuer vile pleafure once hath ouerthrowen. 

Where, in his dede, fhame hath him alwaies enawen : 
Doubtyng report, that fhould come to her eare: 
Whom now he blames, her wonted he to feare. 
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What euer he hath of any honeft cuftome: 
Of her, and me: that holdes he euery whit, 
But, lo, yet neuer was there nightly fantome 
So farre in errour, as he is from his wit. 
To plain on vs, he ftriueth with the bit, 
Which may rule him, and do him eafe, and pain: 
And in one hower, make all his grief his gayn. 
But, one thing yet there is, aboue all other: 
I gaue him winges, wherwith he might vpflie 
To honor, and fame: and if he would to higher 
Than mortall thinges, aboue the ftarry fkie: 
Confidering the pleafure, that an eye 
Might geue in earth, by reafon of the loue: 
What fhould that be that lafteth ftill aboue ? 
And he the fame himfelf hath fayd ere this. 
But, now, forgotten is both that and I, 
That gaue her him, his onely wealth and bliffe. 
And at this word, with dedly fhreke and cry: 
Thou gave her once: quod I, but by and by, 
Thou toke her ayen from me: that wo worth the. 
Not I but price: more worth than thou (quod he). 
At laft: eche other for himfelf, concluded: 
I trembling ftill: but he, with fmall reverence. 
Lo, thus, as we eche other haue accufed: 
Dere Lady: now we waite thyne onely fentence. 
She {miling, at the whifted audience : 


It liketh me (quod she) to haue hard your queftion : 


But, lenger time doth afk a refolucion. 
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The louers forowfull flate maketh him 
write forowfull fonges, but Souche 
his loue may change the fame. 


MARUELL no more altho 
The fonges, I fing do mone: 
For other lyfe then wo, 

I neuer proued none. 

And in my hart, alfo, 

Is grauen with letters depe 
A thoufand fighes and mo: 
A flood of teares to wepe. 

How may a man in {mart 
Finde matter to reioyce ? 
How may a moornyng hart 
Set foorth a pleafant voyce. 

Play who fo can, that part: 
Nedes muft in me appere: 
How fortune overthwart 
Doth caufe my moorning chere. 

Perdie there is no man, 

If he faw neuer fight : 
That perfitly tell can 
The nature of the light. 

Alas: how should I than, 
That neuer tafte but fowre: 
But do, as I began, 
Continually to lowre. 


Sir Thomas Wyatt's Poems. 


But yet, perchance fome chance 
May chance to change my tune: 
And when (Souch) chance doth chance : 
Then, shall I thank fortune ? 

And if I have (Souch) chance : 
Perchance ere it be long: 
For (Souch) a pleafant chance, 
To fing fome pleafant fong. 


Lhe louer complaineth himfelf 
Sovfaken. 


WHERE fhall I haue, at myne own will, 
Teares to complain? where fhall I fet 
Such fighes? that I may figh my fyll: 
And then agayne my plaintes repete. 


For, though my plaint fhall have none end: 


My teares cannot fuffice my wo. 

To mone my harm, haue I no frend, 
For fortunes frend is mifhaps fo. 
Comfort (God wot) els haue I none: 
But in the winde to waft my wordes. 
Nought moueth you my dedly mone: 
But ftil you turne it into bordes. 

I fpeake not now, to moue your hart, 
That you fhould rue vpon my payn; 
The fentence geven may not revert: 

I know, fuch labour were but vayn. 
But fince that I for you (my deré) 
Have loft that thyng, that was my beft: 
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A right {mall loffe it muft appere, 

To lefe thefe wordes, and all the reft. 

But, though they fparcle in the winde: 
Yet, fhall they fhew your falfed faith: 
Which is returned to his kynde: 

For lyke to like: the proverb fayeth. 
Fortune, and you did me auance: 

Me thought, I fwam, and could not drowne: 
Happieft’of all, but my mifchance 

Did lift me vp, to throw me downe. 

And you, with her, of cruelneffe 

Dyd fet your foote vpon my neck, 

Me, and my welfare, to oppreffe : 

Without offence, your hart to wreck. 
Where are your pleafant wordes? alas: 
Where is your faith ? your ftedfaftneffe ? 
There is no more: but all doth paffe: 
And I am left all comfortleffe : 

But fince fo much it doth you greue, 

And alfo me my wretched life : 

Haue here my troth: Nought fhall releue, 
But death alone, my wretched {ftrife. 
Therfore farewell, my life, my death, 

My gayn, my loffe: my falue, my fore: 
Farewell alfo, with you my breath: 

For, | am gone for euermore. 
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Of his loue that pricked her finger. 


with a nedle. 


SHE fat, and fowed: that hath done me the wrong: 
Wherof I plain, and haue done many a day: 

And, whilft fhe herd my plaint, in piteous fong: 
She wifht my hart the famplar, that it lay. 

The blinde maifter, whom I haue ferued fo long: 
Grudgyng to heare, that he did heare her fay : 
Made her owne weapon do her finger blede : 

To fele, if pricking wer fo good in dede. 


Of the fame. 


WHAT man hath hard fuch cruelty before ? 
That, when my plaint remembred her my wo, 
That caufed it: fhe cruell more and more, 
Withed eche ftitche, as fhe did fit, and fow, 
Had prickt my hart, for to encreafe my fore. 
And, as I think, fhe thought, it had bene fo. 
For as fhe thought, this is hart indede: 

She pricked hard : and made her felf to blede. 


Requeft to Cupide for reuenge of 
his unkinde loue. 


BEHOLD, Love, thy power how fhe defpifeth : 
My grievous payn how litle fhe regardeth, 


Sir Thomas Wyatt's Poems. 


The folemne othe, wherof fhe takes no cure, 
Broken fhe hath: and yet, fhe bideth fure, 
Right at her eafe, and litle thee fhe dredeth. 
Weaponed thou art, and fhe vnarmed fitteth : 
To the difdainful, all her life fhe leadeth: 
To me fpitefull, without iuft caufe, or meafure. 
Behold, Love, how proudly she triumpheth. 
I am in hold, but if thee pity meveth: 
Go, bend thy bow, that {tony hartes breaketh: 
And with fome ftroke reuenge the great difpleafure 
Of thee, and him that forow doth endure, 
And as his Lord thee lowly here entreateth. 


Complaint for true loue vnrequtted. 


WHAT vaileth troth? or by it, to take payn ? 

To ftriue by ftedfaftneffe for to attayn 

How to be iuft, and flee from doubleneffe ? 

Since all alyke, where ruleth craftineffe, 

Rewarded is both crafty, falfe, and plain. 
Sooneft he fpedes, that moft can lye and fayn. 

True meaning hart is had in hye difdain. 

Againft deceyt, and cloked doubleneffe, 

What vaileth troth, or parfit {tedfaftneffe. 
Deceavd is he, by falfe and crafty trayn, 

That meanes no gyle, and faithfull doth remayn, 

Within the trap, without help or redreffe. 

But for to love (lo) fuch a fterne miftreffe, 

Where cruelty dwelles, alas it were in vain. 
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The louer that fled loue now folowes it 
wrth his harme. 


SOMTIME I fled the fire, that me fo brent, 

By fea, by land, by water, and by wynde: 

But now, the coales I folow, that be quent, 
From Douer to Calais, with willing minde, 

Lo, how defire is both furth fprong, and {pent : 
And he may fee, that whilom was fo blinde: 
And all his labour, laughes he now to fcorne, 
Meashed in the breers, that erft was onely torne. 


The louer hopeth of better chance. 


HE is not dead that fomtime had a fall. 

The fonne returnes, that hid was vnder clowd, 
And when Fortune hath fpit out all her gall, 
I truft good luck to me shall be allowd. 

For I have feen a ship in hauen fall, 

After a ftorme hath broke both mafte and shroud. 


The willowe eke, that ftoupeth with the winde, 
Doth rife againe, and greater wood doth binde. 


The louer compareth his hart to the 
ouercharged gonne. 


THE furious goonne, in his moft raging yre, 
When that the boule is rammed in to fore: 


Sir Thomas Wyatts Poems. 


And that the flame can not part from the fire, 

Crackes in funder : and*in the ayer doe rore 

The sheuered peces. So doth my defyre, 

Whofe flame encreafeth ay from more to more. 
Which to let out, I dare not loke, nor fpeake : 
So inward force my heart doth all to breake. 


The louer fufpected of change prateth that 
at be not beleued againft him. 


ACCUSED though I be, without defert : 
Sith none can proue, beleue it not for true. 
For neuer yet, fince that you had my hart, 
Intended I to falfe, or be untrue. 
Sooner I would of death fuftayn the fmart, 
Than breake one word of that I promifed you. 
Accept therfore my feruice in good part. 
None is alyue, that can yll tonges efchew. 
Hold them as falfe: and let not vs depart 
Our frendship olde in hope of any new. 
Put not thy truft in fuch as vfe to fayn, 
Except thou mynde to put thy frend to payn. 


Lhe louer abufed renownfeth loue. 


My loue to fkorne, my feruice to retayne, 
Therin (me thought) you vfed crueltie. 
Since with good will I loft my libertie, 
Might neuer wo yet caufe me to refrain, 
But onely this, which is extremitie, 


Sir Thomas Wyatt's Poems. 


To geue me nought (alas) nor to agree 
That as I was, your man I might remain. 
But fynce that thus ye lift to order me, 
That would haue bene your feruant true, and faft: 
Difpleafe you not: my doting time is paft, 
And with my loffe to leaue I muft agree. 
For as there is a certayn time to rage: 
So is there time fuch madnes to afwage. 


Lhe louer profeffeth himfelf 
conflant. 


WITHIN my breft I neuer thought it gain, 
Of gentle mynde the fredom for to lofe. 
Nor in my hart fanck neuer fuch difdain, 
To be a forger, faultes for to difclofe. 

Nor can I not endure the truth to glofe, 
To fet a gloffe vpon an earneft pain, 

Nor am I not in nomber one of thofe 
That lift to blow retrete to euery train. 


Lhe louer fendeth his complaintes and 
teares to fue for grace. 


PASSE forth my wonted cryes, 
Thofe cruell ears to pearce, 
Which in moft hatefull wyfe 
Doe ftyll my plaintes reuerfe. 
Doe you, my teares, alfo 

So wet her barrein hart: . 
That pitye there may grow, 
And crueltie depart. 


Sir Thomas Wyatt's Poems. 


For though hard rockes among 
She femes to have bene bred : 
And of the Tigre long 
Bene nourifhed, and fed. 

Yet fhall that nature change, 

If pitie once win place. 

Whom as unknowen, and ftrange, 
She now away doth chafe. 

And as the water foft, 
Without forcyng or ftrength, 
Where that it falleth oft, 

Hard ftones doth perfe at length : 
So in her {tony hart 

My plaintes at laft fhall graue, 
And, rigour fet apart, 

Winne grant of that I craue. 

Wherfore my plaints, prefent 
Styll fo to her my fute, 

As ye, through her affent, 
May bring to me fome frute. 
And as fhe fhall me proue, 
So bid her me regarde, 

And render loue for loue; 
Which is a iuft reward. 


The louers cafe can not be hidden 
how euer he diffemble. 


YOUR lokes fo often catft, 

Your eyes fo frendly rolde, 
Your fight fixed fo faft, 
Alwayes one to behold. 


Sir Thomas Wyatt's Poems. 


Though hyde it fayn ye would: 
It plainly doth declare, 
Who hath your hart in hold, 
And where good will ye bare. 
Fayn would ye finde a cloke 
Your brennyng fire to hyde: 
Yet both the flame, and fmoke 
Breakes out on euery fyde. 
Ye can not loue fo guide, 
That it no iffue winne. 
Abrode nedes mutft it glide, 
That brens fo hote within. 
For caufe your felf do wink, 
Ye iudge all other blinde: 
And fecret it you think, 
Which euery man doth finde. 
In waft oft {pend ye winde, 
Your felf in loue to quit : 
For agues of that kinde 
Will fhow, who hath the fit. 
Your fighes you fet from farre, 
And all to wry your wo: 
yy etiate yemere the narre; 
Men are not blinded fo. 
Depely oft fwere ye no: 
But all thofe othes are vaine. 
So well your eye doth fhowe, 
Who puttes your hart to paine. 
Thinke not therfore to hide, 
That ftill it felfe betrayes: 
Nor feke meanes to prouide 
To darke the funny daies. 


Sir Thomas Wyatt's Poems. 


Forget thofe wonted waies : 
Leaue of fuch frowning chere: 
There will be found no ftayes, 
To ftoppe a thing fo clere. 


The louer praieth not to be difdained, 
vrefufed, mifiruficd, nor forfaken. 


DISDAINE me not without defert : 

Nor leaue me not fo fodenly : 

Sins well ye wot, that in my hart 

I meane ye not but honeftly. 
Refufe me not without caufe why: 

Nor think me not to be vniuft: 

Sins that by lotte of fantafy, 

This carefull knot nedes knit I muft. 
Miftruft me not, though fome there be, 

That faine would fpot my ftedfaftneffe : 

Beleue them not, fins that ye fe, 

The profe is not, as they expreffe. 
Forfake me not, till I deferue : 

Nor hate me not, tyll I offend. 

Deftroy me not, tyll that I fwerue. 

But fins ye know what I intend: 
Difdaine me not that am your owne: 

Refufe me not, that am fo true: 

Miftruft me not till all be knowne: 

Forfake me not, ne for no new. 


Sir Thomas Wyatt's Poems. 


Lhe louer lamenteth his eflate with 
fute for grace. 


FOR want of will, in wo I playne: 
Vnder colour of foberneffe. 
Renewyng with my fute my payne, 
My wanhope with your ftedfaftneffe. 
Awake therfore of gentleneffe, 
Regard at length, I you require, 
My fweltyng paynes of my defire. 
Betimes who geueth willingly, 
Redoubled thankes aye doth deferue. 
And I that fue unfaynedly, 
In fruteleffe hope (alas) do fterue. 
How great my caufe is for to fwerue: 
And yet how ftedfaft is my fute: 
Lo, here ye fee, where is the frute ? 
As hounde that hath is keper loft, 
Seke I your prefence to obtayne: 
In which my hart deliteth moft, 
And fhall delight though I be flayne. 
You may releafe my band of payne. 
Lofe then the care that makes me crye 
For want of helpe, or els I dye. 
I dye, though not incontinent, 
By proceffe yet confumingly 
As watte of fire, which doth relent. 
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Sir Thomas Wyatts Poems. 


If you as wilfull wyll denye. 

Wherfore ceafe of fuch crueltye : 

And take me wholy in your grace: 
Which lacketh will to change his place. 


The louer watleth his changed toyes. 


IF euer man might him auaunt 
Of fortunes frendly chere : 
It was my felfe, I muft it graunt, 
For I haue bought it dere. 
And derely haue I helde alfo 
The glory of her name: 
In yelding her fuch tribute, lo, 
As did fet forth her fame. 
Sometyme I ftode fo in her grace: 
That as I would require, 
Ech ioy I thought did me imbrace, 
That furdered my defire. 
And all thofe pleafures (lo) had I, 
That fanfy might fupport: 
And nothing fhe did me denye, 
That was to my comfort. 
I had (what would you more, perdie ?) 
Ech grace that I did craue. 
Thus fortunes will was vnto me 
All thing that I would haue: 
But all to rathe alas the while, 
She built on fuch a ground: 
In little fpace, to great a gyle 
In her now haue I found. 


Sir Thomas Wyatt's Poems. 


For fhe hath turned fo her whele, 
That I vnhappy man 
May waile the time that I did fele, 
Wherwith fhe fedde me than. 
For broken now are her beheftes : 
And pleafant lokes fhe gaue, 
And therfore now all my requeftes 
From perill can not faue. 

Yet would I well it might appere 
To her my chiefe regard: 
Though my defertes haue ben to dere 
To merite fuch reward. 
Sith fortunes will is now fo bent 
To plage me thus pore man: 
I muft my felfe therwith content : 
And beare it as I can. 


The louer lamenteth other to haue 
the frutes of his ferutce. 


SOME men would thinke of right to haue 

For their true meaning fome reward. 

But while that I do crye and craue: 

Pitesthat othertbe: preterd. 

I gape for that I am debard. 

I fare as doth the hounde at hatch: 

The worfe I fpede, the lenger I watch. 
My waftefull will is tried by truft : 

My fond fanfie is mine abufe. 

For that I would refrayne my luft: 

For mine auayle I can not chufe, 

A will and yet no power to vfe. 
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Sir Thomas Wyatt’s Poems. 


A will, no will by reafon iuft, 
Sins my will is at others luft. 
They eat the hony, I hold the hyue. 
I fowe the fede, they reape the corne. 
I wafte, they winne, I draw, they driue. 
Theirs is the thanke, mine is the fkorne. 
I feke, they fpede, in wafte my winde is worne. 
I gape, they get, and gredely I {natch : 
Till wurfe I fpede, the lenger I watch. 

I faft, they fede: they drynkem saint 
They laugh, I wayle: they ioye, I mourne. 
They gayne, I lofe: I haue the worft. 

They whole, I ficke: they coldistaumae 

They leape, I lye: they flepe, Iitotlesidaeiae 
I would, they may: I craue, they haue at will. 
That helpeth them, lo, cruelty doth me kyll. 


Lo hts loue that hath geuen him 


anfwere of rvefufell, 


THE anfwere that ye made to me my deare, 
When I did fue for my pore harts redreffe : 
Hath fo appalde my countenance and my chere: 
That in this cafe, I am all comfortleffe : 

Sins I of blame no caufe can well expreffe. 

I haue no wrong, where I can clayme no right, 
Nought tane me fro, where I haue nothing had. 
Yet of my wo I can not fo be quite. 
Namely, fins that another may be glad 
With that, that thus in forow makes me fad, 


Sir Thomas Wyatt's Poems. 


Yet none can claime (I faie) by former eraunt, 
That knoweth not of any graunt at all. 
And by defert, I dare well make auaunt 
Of faithful will, there is no where that thall 
Bear you more trouth, more ready at your call. 
Now good then, call againe that bitter word: 
That toucht your frende fo nere with panges of paine: 
And faie, my dere that it was fayd in bord. 
Late, or to fone, let it not rule the gaine, 
Wherwith free will doth true defert retayne. 


Lo hits ladie, cruel ouer her yelden louer. 


SUCH is the courfe, that natures kinde hath wrought, 
That fnakes haue time to caft away their {tynges, 
Ainft chainde prifoners what nede defence be fought : 
The fierce lyon will hurt no yelden thinges: 

Why fhoulde fuch fpite be nurfed then by thought ? 
Sith all thefe powers are preft vnder thy winges : 
And eke thou feeft, and reafon thee hath taught : 
What mifchief malice many waies it bringes. 
Confider eke, that fpight auaileth naught, 

Therfore this fong thy fault to thee it finges: 
Difpleafe thee not, for faiyng thus (me thought). 

Nor hate thou him from whom no hate forth {pringes 
For furies, that in hell be execrable, 

For that they hate, are made moft miferable. 


Sir Thomas Wyatt's Poenrs. 


The louer complaineth that deadhe fickneffe 
can not helpe his affeccion. 


THE enmy of life, decayer of all kinde, 

That with his cold wythers away the grene: 

This other night, me in my bed did finde: 

And offerd me to ryd my feuer clene. 

And I did graunt: fo did difpayre me blinde. 

He drew his bow, with arrowes fharpe and kene: 
And ftrake the place, where loue had hit before : 
And draue the firft dart deper more, and more. 


The louer retoiceth the enioying of his loue. 


ONCE as me thought, fortune me kift: 
And bade me afke, what I thought beft : 
And I fhould haue it as me lift, 
Therewith to fet my hart in reft. 
I afked but my ladies hart, 
To haue for euermore myne owne: 
Then at an end were all my f{mart: 
Then fhould I nede no more to mone. 
Yet for all that a ftormy blaft 
Had ouerturnde this goodly nay: 
And fortune femed at the laft, 
That to her promife fhe faid nay. 


Sir Thomas Wyatt's Poems. 


But like as one out of difpayre 
To fodain hope reuiued L. 
Now fortune fheweth her felfe fo fayre, 
That I content me wonderfly. 

My moft defire my hand may reach: 
My will is alway at my hand 
Me nede not long for to befeche 


Her that hath power me to commaunde. 


What earthly thing more can I craue? 
What would I wifhe more at my will? 
Nothing on earth more would I haue, 
Saue that I haue, to haue it ftyll. 

For fortune hath kept her promeffe 
In grauntyng me my moft defire. 

Of my foueraigne I haue redreffe 
And I content me with my hire. 


The louer complayneth the vnkindnes 
of his loue. 


My lute awake performe the laft 
Labour that thou and I fhall wafte: 
And end that I haue now begonne: 
And when this fong is fong and paft: 
My lute be ftyll for I haue done. 

As to be heard where eare is none: 
As lead to graue in marble ftone: 
My fong may pearfe her hart as fone. 
Should we then figh? or finge, or mone ? 
No, no, my lute for I haue done. 
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Sir Thomas Wyatt's Poems. 


The rockes do not fo cruelly 
Repulfe the waues continually, 
As fhe my fute and affeétion : 
So that I am paft remedy, 
Wherby my lute and I haue done. 

Proude of the f{poile that thou haft gotte 
Of fimple hartes through loues fhot : 

By whom vnkinde thou haft them wonne, 
Thinke not he hath his bow forgot, 
Although my lute and I have done. 

Vengeaunce fhall fall on thy difdaine, 
That makeft but game on earneft payne. 
Thinke not alone vnder the funne 
Vnquit to caufe thy louers plaine: 
Although my lute and I haue done. 

May chance thee lie witherd and olde, 
In winter nightes, that are fo colde, 
Playning in vaine vnto the mone: 

Thy wifhes then dare not be tolde, 
Care then who lift, for I haue done. 

And then may chance thee to repent 
The time that thou haft loft and fpent 
To caufe thy louers fighe and fwowne. 
Then fhalt thou know beauty but lent, 
And with and want as I haue done. 

Now ceafe, my lute this is the laft 
Labour that.thou and I fhall waft, 

And ended is that we begonne. 
Now is this fong both fong and patft, 
My lute be ftill for I haue done. 
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Sir Lhomas Wyatts Poems. 


flow by a kiffe he found both his 
life and death. 


NATURE that gaue the Bee fo feat a grace, 

To finde hony of fo wondrous fashion: 

Hath taught the fpider out of the fame place 

To fetch poyfon by ftrange alteracion. 

Though this be ftrange, it is a ftranger cafe, 

With one kiffe by fecrete operacion, 
Both thefe at once in thofe your lippes to finde, 
In change wherof, I leaue my hart behinde. 


The louer defcribeth his being taken 
wrth fight of his loue. 


VNWARELY fo was neuer no man caught, 

With ftedfaft loke vpon a goodly face: 

As I of late: for fodainely me thought, 

My hart was torne out of his proper place. 
Thorow mine eye the f{troke from hers did flide, 

Directly downe into my hart it ranne: 

In helpe wherof the blood therto did glide, 

And left my face both pale and wanne. 
Then was I like a man for wo amafed: 

Or like the fowle that fleeth into the fire. 

For while that I vpon her beauty gafed: 

The more I burnde in my defire. 


Sir Thomas Wyatt's Poems. 


Anone the bloud ftart in my face agayne, 
Inflamde with heat, that it had at my hart. 

And brought therwith through out in euery vaine, 
A quakyng heat with pleafant fmart. 

Then was I like the ftraw, when that the flame 
Is driuen therin, by force, and rage of winde. 

I can not tell, alas, what I shall blame: 
Nor what to feke, nor what to finde. 

But well I wot: the griefe doth hold me fore 
In heat and cold, betwixt both hope and dreade : 
That but her helpe to health do me reftore: 

This reftleffe life I may not lead. 


To his louer to look upon him. 


AL in thy loke my life doth whole depende. 
Thou hydeft thy felf, and I muft dye therfore. 
But fins thou mayft fo eafily helpe thy frend : 
Why doeft thou ftick to falue that thou madeft fore ? 
Why do I dye? fins thou mayft me defend ? 
And if I dye, thy life may laft no more. 
For ech by other doth liue and haue reliefe, 
I in thy loke, and thou moft in my griefe. 


The louer excufeth him of wordes, wherwith 
he was vntufily charged. 


PERDY I fayd it not: 
Nor neuer thought to do. 
As well as I ye wot: 

I haue no power thereto, 
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And if I did, the lot, 

That firft did me enchayne, 
May neuer flake the knot, 
But ftrayght it to my payne. 

And if I did ech thing, 
That may do harme or wo: 
Continually may wring 
My hart where fo I go. 
Report may alwayes ring 
Of shame on me for aye: 

If in my hart did {pring 
The wordes that you do fay. 

And if] did echitarre, 
That is in heauen aboue, 
May frowne on me to marre 
The hope I haue in loue. 
And if I did fuch warre 
As they brought vnto Troye, 
Bring all my life as farre 
From all his luft and ioye. 

And if I did fo fay: 

The beautie that me bounde, 
Encreafe from day to day 
More cruell to my wounde: 
With all the mone that may, 
To plaint may turne my fong: 
My life may fone decay, 
Without redreffe by wrong, 

If I be cleare from thought, 
Why do you then complayne? 
Then is this thing but fought, 
To turne my hart to payne. 


Sir Thomas Wyatt's Poems. 
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Then this that you haue wrought, 
You muft it now redreffe, 
Of right therfore you ought 
Such rigour to repreffe. 
And as I haue deferued, 
So graunt me now my hire: 
You know I neuer fwerued, 
You neuer founde me lyer. 
For Rachel haue I ferued, 
For Lea cared I neuer : 
And her I haue referue 
Within my hart for euer. 


Of fuch as had forfaken him. 


LUx, my faire fawlcon, and thy felowes all : 
How wel pleafant it were your libertie: 
Ye not forfake me, that faire mought you fall. 
But they that fometime liked my company : 
Like lice away from dead bodies they crall. 
Loe, what a proufe in light aduerfitie ? 
ut ye my birdes, I fweare by all your belles, 
Ye be my frendes, and very few elles. 


A defcription of fuch a one as he 
would loue. 


A FACE that should content me wonderous well 
Should not be faire, but louely to behold: 

Of liuely loke, all griefe for to repell : 

With right good grace, fo would I that it should 
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Sir Thomas Wyatt's Poems. 


Speake without word, fuch wordes as none can tell. 
Her treffe alfo should be of crifped gold. 

With wit, and thefe perchance I might be tryde, 
And knit againe with knot, that should not flide. 


flow vnpoffible it is to finde 


guiet in his loue. 


EUER my hap is flack and flowe in commyng, 
Defire encreafyng ay my hope vncertaine : 

That loue or wait it, alike doth me payne. 

And Tygre like fo fwift it is in partyng. 

Alas the {now black fhal it be and fcalding, 

The fea waterles, and fishe vpon the mountaine : 
The Temis shal backe returne vnto his fountaine : 
And where he rofe the funne fhall take his lodgyng, 
Ere I in this finde peace or quietneffe. 

Or that loue or my lady rightwifely 

Leaue to confpire again{ft me wrongfully. 

And if I haue after fuch bitterneffe, 

Any thing fwete, my mouth is out of tafte: 

That all my truft and trauell is but wafte. 


Of Loue, Fortune, and the louers minde. 


LOUE, Fortune, and my minde which do remember 
Eke that is now, and that that once hath bene: 
Torment my hart fo fore, that very often 

I hate and enuy them beyonde all meafure. 


Sir Thomas Wyatt's Poems. 


Loue fleeth my hart while Fortune is depriuer 

Of all my comfort : the foolifhe minde than : 
Burneth and playneth: as one that fildam 

Liueth in reft. Still in difpleafure 

My pleafant daies they flete and paffe. 

And dayly doth myne yll change to the worfe. 
While more then halfe is runne now of my courfe. 
Alas not of ftele, but of brittle glaffe, 

I fe that from my hand falleth my truft: 

And all my thoughtes are dasfhed into duft. 


The louer prayeth his offred hart 
to be receiued. 


How oft haue I, my deare and cruell fo: 
With my great pain to get fom peace or truce, 
Geuen you my hart? but you do not vfe 

In fo hie thinges, to caft your minde fo low. 

If any other loke for it, as you trow, 

Their vaine weake hope doth greatly them abufe, 
And that thus I difdaine, that you refufe. 

It was once mine, it can no more be fo. 

If you it chafe, that it in you can finde, 

In this exile, no maner of comfort : 

Nor liue alone, nor where he is calde, refort, 

He may wander from his naturall kinde. 

So fhall it be great hurt vnto vs twayne, 

And yours the loffe, and mine the deadly payne. 


Sir Thomas Wyatt’s Poems. 


The louers life compared to the Alpes. 


LYKE vnto thefe vnmefurable mountaines, 

So is my painefull life, the burden of yre. 

For hye be they, and hye is my defire. 

And I of teares, and they be full of fountaines. 
Vnder craggy rockes they haue barren plaines, 
Hard thoughtes in me my wofull minde doth tyre. 
Small frute and many leaues their toppes do attire, 
With fmall effect great truft in me remaines. 

The boyftous windes oft their hye boughes do blaft : 
Hote fighes in me continually be fhed. 

Wilde beaftes in them, fierce loue in me is fed. 
Vnmoueable am I: and they ftedfaft. 

Of finging birdes they haue the tune and note: 
And I alwaies plaintes paffing through my throte. 


Charging of his loue as unpiteous and 
oO fo) 
louing other. 


IF amourous fayth, or if a hart vnfained 
A fwete languor, a great louely defire : 

If honeft will, kindled in gentle fire: 

If long errour, in a blinde mafe chained, 
If in my vifage ech thought diftayned : 
Or if my fparkelyng voyce, lower, or hier, 
Which fear and fhame, fo wofully doth tyre : 
If pale colour, which loue alas hath ftayned : 


Sir Thomas Wyatt's Poems. 


If to haue another then my felf more dere, 
If wailyng or fighyng continually, 

With forowfull anger fedyng bufily, 

If burnyng a farre of, and frefyng nere, 

Are caufe that by loue my felfe I ftroy: 
Yours is the fault, and mine the great annoy. 


A renouncing of loue. 


FAREWELL, Loue, and all thy lawes for euer. 
Thy bayted hokes fhall tangle me no more. 
Senec, and Plato call me from thy lore: 

To parfit wealth my wit for to endeuer. 

In blinde errour when I dyd parfeuer : 

Thy fharp repulfe, that pricketh aye fo fore: 
Taught me in trifles that I fet no ftore : 

But fcape forth thence: fince libertie is leuer. 
Therfore, farewell : go trouble yonger hartes : 
And in me claime no more auCtoritie. 

With ydle youth go vfe thy propartie: 

And theron fpend thy many brittle dartes. 
For hytherto though I have loft my tyme: 
Me lyft no lenger rotten bowes to clime. 


Lhe louer forfaketh his unkind loue. 


My hart I gaue thee, not to do it pain: 
But, to preferue, lo it to thee was taken. 

I ferued thee not that I fhould be forfaken : 
But, that I fhould receiue reward again, 
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I was content thy feruant to remain: 

And not to be repayd after this fafhion. 

Now, fince in thee there is none nother reafon : 
Difpleafe thee not, if that I do refrain. 
Vnfaciat of my wo, and thy defyre. 

Affured by craft for to excufe thy fault. 

But, fince it pleafeth thee to fain defaut : 
Farewell, I fay, departing from the fire. 

For, he, that doth beleue bearyng in hand: 
Ploweth in the water: and foweth in the fand. 


Lhe louer defcribeth his refileffe flate. 


THE flaming fighes that boyle within my breft 

Sometime breake forth and they can well declare 

The hartes vnreft and how that it doth fare, 

The pain therot, the erief and all the reit. 

The watred eyen from whence the teares doe fall. 

Do fele fome force or els they would be drye: 

The wafted flefh of colour ded can trye, 

And fomething tell what fweteneffe is in gall. 

And he that luft to fee, and to difarne, 

How care can force within a weried minde: 

Come he to me I am that place affinde. 

But for all this no force it doth no harme. 

The wound alas happe in fome other place: 

From whence no toole away the fkar can race. 
But you that of fuch like haue had your part, 

Can beft be iudge wherfore, my frend fo deare: 

I thought it good my ftate fhould now appeare, 

To you and that there is no great defart. 
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And wheras you in weighty matters great : 

Of fortune faw the fhadow that you know, 

For trifling thinges I now am ftriken fo 

That though I fele my hart doth wound and beat: 
I fit alone faue on the fecond day : 

My feuer comes with whom I fpend my time, 

In burning heat while that fhe lift affigne. 

And who hath helth and libertie alway : 

Let him thank god and let him not prouoke, 

To haue the like of this my painfull ftroke. 


The louer lamentes the death of hts loue. 


THE piller perifht is wherto I lent, 

The ftrongeft {tay of mine vnquiet minde : 
The like of it no man again can finde: 
From Eaft to Weft {till feking though he went. 
To mine vnhappe for happe away hath rent, 
Of all my ioy the very bark and rynde: 

And I (alas) by chance am thus affinde. 

Daily to moorne till death do it relent. 

But fince that thus it is by defteny, 

What can I more but haue a wofull hart, 

My penne, in plaint, my voyce in carefull crye: 
My minde in wo, my body full of fmart. 

And I my felf, my felfe alwayes to hate, 

Till dreadfull death do eafe my dolefull ftate. 
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The louer fendeth fighes to 
mone his fute. 


Go burning fighes vnto the frofen hart, 
Go breake the yfe which pities painfull dart, 

. Myght neuer perce and yf that mortall prayer, 
In heauen be herd, at left yet I defire, 
That death or mercy end my wofull fmart. 
Take with thee payn, wherof I haue my part, 
And eke the flame from which I cannot ftart, - 
And leaue me then in reft, I you require ; 
Go burning fighes fulfil that I defire. 
I muft go worke I fee by craft and art, 
For truth and faith in her is laid apart : 
Alas, I can not therfore affaile her, 
With pitefull complaint and fealding fier, 
That from my breft difceiuably doth ftart. 


Complaint of the abfence of his love. 


SO feble is the threde, that doth the burden ftay 

Of my poore life: in heauy plight, that falleth in decaye : 
That, but it haue elfwhere fome ayde or fome fuccours: 
The running fpindle of my fate anone fhall end his courfe. 
For fince thunhappy hower, that dyd me to depart, 

From my fwete weale: one only hope hath ftayed my life, 
apart: 
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Which doth perfwade fuch wordes vnto my fored minde: 

Maintain thy felf, O wofull wight, fome better luck to 
finde. 

For though thou be depriued from thy defired fight : 

Who can thee tell, if thy returne be for thy more delight ? 

Or, who can tell, thy loffe if thou mayft once recouer ? 

Some pleafant hower thy wo may wrappe: and thee defend, 
& couer. 

Thus in this truft as yet it hath my life fuftained : 

But now (alas) I fee it faint: and I, by truft, am trayned. 

The tyme doth flete, and I fe how the howers do bend 

So faft: that I haue fcant the fpace to mark my commyng 


end. 

Weftward the fonne from out the Eaft {cant fhewes his 
light : 

When in the Weft he hides him ftrayt, within the dark of 
nyght. | 


And comes as faft, where he began, his path awry. 

From Eaft to Weft, from Weft to Eaft fo doth his iourney ly. 

The life fo fhort, fo fraile, that mortall men liue here: 

So great a weight, fo heauy charge the bodies, that we 
beres 

That, when I think vpon the diftaunce, and the fpace: 

That doth fo farre deuide me from my dere defired face: 

I know not, how tattain the winges, that I require, 

To lift me vp: that I might flie, to folow my defyre. 

Thus of that hope, that doth my life fomethyng fuftayne, 

Alas: I feare, and partly fele, full litle doth remain. 

Ech place doth bring me griefe: where I do not behold 

Thofe liuely eyes: which of my thoughts wer wont ye keys 
to hold 
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Thofe thoughtes were pleafat fwete: whilft I enioyed that 
grace : 

My pleafure paft, my prefent pain, when I, might well 
embrace. 

And, for becaufe my want fhould more my wo encreafe : 

In watch, and flepe, both day, and night, my will doth 
neuer ceafe 

That thing to wifh: whereof fince I did leefe the fight : 

Was neuer thing that mought in ought my woful hart 
delight, 

Thunefy lyfe I lead, doth teach me for to mete 

The floodes, the feas, the land, the hylles: that doth the 
entermete 

Twene me, and thofe fhene lightes: that wonted for to clere 

My darked panges of cloudy thoughts, as bright as Phebus 
{pere, 

It teacheth me, alfo, what was my pleafant ftate : 

The more to fele, by fuch record, how that my wealth doth 
bate. 

If fuch record (alas) prouoke thenflamed mynde : 

Which fprong that day, that I did leaue the beft of me 
behynde: 

If loue forget himfelf, by length of abfence, let : 

Who doth me guyde (O wofull wretch) vnto this bayted net? 

Where doth encreafe my care: much better wer for me, 

As dumme as ftone, all thyng forgot, ftill abfent for to be. 

Alas: the clere criftall, the bright tranfplendant glaffe 

Doth not bewray the colours hidde, which vnderneth it hafe: 

As doth thaccumbred fprite the thoughtfull throwes dif- 
couer, 

Of feares delite, of feruent loue: that in our hartes we couer. 
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Out by thefe eyes, it fheweth that euermore delight. 

In plaint, and teares to feke redreffe: and eke both day and 
night. 

Thefe kindes of pleafures moft wherein men fo reioyce, 

To me they do redubble ftill of ftormy fighes the voyce. 

For, I am one of them, whom playnt doth well content: 

It fits me well: myne abfent wealth me femes for to lament: 

And with my teares, taffay to charge myne eies twayn: 

Lyke as my hart aboue the brink is fraughted full of payn. 

And for becaufe therto, of thofe fair eyes to treate 

Do me prouoke: I wyll returne, my plaint thus to repeate. 

For, there is nothing els, that toucheth me fo within: 

Where they rule all: and I alone nought but the cafe, or 
{kin. 

Wherefore, I fhall returne to them, as well, or fpring: 

From whom defcendes my mortall wo, aboue all other thing. 

So fhall myne eyes in pain accompany my hart : 

That were the guides, that did it lead of loue to fele the fmart. 

The crifped golde, that doth furmount Apollos pride: 

The liuely ftreames of pleafant ftarres that vnder it doth 
elyde: 

Wherein the beames of loue do ftyll encreafe theyr heate : 

Which yet fo farre touch me fo nere, in colde to make me 
{weate. 

The wyfe and pleafant talk, fo rare, or els alone: 

That gaue to me the courteis gift, that erft had neuer none: 

Be farre from me, alas: and euery other thyng 

I might forbeare with better wyll: then this that dyd me 
bryng 

With pleafant worde and chere, redreffe of lingred pain. 

And wonted oft in kindled will to vertue me to trayn. 
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Thus, am I forft to heare, and harken after newes. 

My comfort fcant my large defire in doutfull truft renewes. 

And yet with more delite to mone my wofull eafe, 

I muft complain thofe handes, thofe armes: yt firmely do 
embrace 

Me from my felf, and rule the fterne of my poore lyfe: 

The fwete difdaines, the pleafant wrathes, and eke ye louely 
(tite: 

That wonted well to tune in temper iuft, and mete, 

The rage: that oft dyd make me erre, by furour vndifcrete. 

All this is hydde me fro, with fharp, and ragged hylles: 

At others will, my long abode my depe difpaire fullfils. 

And if my hope fometime ryfe vp, by fome redreffe : 

It ftumbleth ftraite, for feble faint: my feare hath fuch 
excelte. 

Such is the fort of hope: the lefse for more defyre : 

mind yeu [truly crethat Pdye to fee that I require: 

The reftyng place of loue where vertue dwelles and growes: 

There I defire, my wery life, fomtime, may take repofe. 

My fong: thou fhalt attain to finde that pleafant place: 

Where fhe doth lyue, by who I liue: may chance, to haue 
this grace 

When fhe hath red, and fene the grief, wherin I ferue: 

Betwene her breftes fhe fhall thee put: there fhall fhe thee 
referue 

Then, tell her, that I cumme: fhe fhall me fhortly fee: 

And if for waighte the body fayle, the foule fhall to her flee. 
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The louer blameth his loue for renting 
of the letter he fent her. 


SUFFISED not (madame) that you did teare, 

My wofull hart, but thus alfo to rent : 

The weping paper that to you I fent. 

Wherof eche letter was written with a teare. ‘ 
Could not my prefent paines, alas fuffife, 

Your gredy hart ? and that my hart doth fele, 
Tormentes that prick more fharper then the ftele, 
But new and new muft to my lot arife. 

Vie then my death. So fhal your cruelty : 

Spite of your fpite rid me from all my fmart, 
And I no more fuch tormentes of the hart: 

Fele as Ido. This fhalt thou gain thereby. 


Lhe louer curfeth the tyme when 
jirft he fell in loue. 


WHEN firft mine eyes did view, and marke 
Thy faire beawtie to beholde : 

And when mine eares liftned to hark: 

The pleafant wordes, that thou me tolde : 
I would as then, I had been free, 

From eares to heare, and eyes to fee. 

And when my lips gan firft to mone, 
Wherby my hart to thee was knowne: 
And when my tong did talk of loue, 

To thee that haft true loue down throwne : 


) 
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I would, my lips and tong alfo: 

Had then bene dum, no deale to go. 

And when my handes haue handled ought, 
That thee hath kept in memorie: 

And when my fete haue gone, and fought 
To finde and geat thy company : 

I would, eche hand a foote had bene, 
And I eche foote a hand had fene. 

And when in mynde I did confent 

To folow this my fanfies will: 

And when my hart did firft relent, 

To taft fuch bayt, my life to fpyll: 

I would, my hart had bene as thyne: 
Orels thy hart had bene, as mine. 


The louer determineth to ferue 


faithfully. 


SYNCE loue wyll nedes that I fhall loue: 
Of very force I muft agree. 
And fince no chance may it remove: 
In welth and in aduerfitie, 
I fhall alway my felf apply 
To ferue, and fuffer paciently. 
Though for good will I finde but hate: 
And cruelty my life to watt: 
And though that ftill a wretched ftate 
Should pine my dayes vnto the laft: 
Yet I profeffe it willingly. 
To ferue, and fuffer paciently. 
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For fince my hart is bound to ferue : 

And I not ruler of mine owne: 

What fo befall, tyll that I fterue, 

By proofe full well it fhall be knowne: 
That I fhall ftill my felfe apply 

To ferue, and fuffer paciently. 

Yea though my grief finde no redreffe : 
But ftill increafe before mine eyes: 
Though my reward be cruelneffe, 

With all the harme, happe can deuife : 
Yet I profeffe it willingly 
To ferue, and fuffer paciently. 

Yea though fortune her pleafant face 
Should fhew, to fet me vp a loft: 

And ftreight, my wealth for to deface, 
Should writhe away, as fhe doth oft: 
Yet would I ftyll my felf apply 

To ferue-and fufferspacienthy; 

There is no grief, no {mart, no wo: 
That yet I fele, or after fhall: 

That from this mynde may make me go, 
And whatfoeuer me befall: 

I do profeffe it willingly 

To ferue and fuffer paciently. 


The louer fufpected blameth yll tonges. 


MYSTRUSTFULL mindes be moued 
To haue me in fufpect. 

The troth it fhalbe proued : 
Which time fhall once deteét. 


LovER. IT burneth yet, alas, my hartes defire. 


IADY: 
TO: 
iby 


Sir Thomas Wvyatts Poems. 
J 


Though falfhed go about 
Of crime me to accufe: 
At length I do not doute 
But truth fhall me excufe. 

Such fawce, as they haue ferued 
To me without defart : 
Euen as they have deferued : 
Therof god fend them part. 


The louer complaineth and his 
lady comforteth. 


What is the thing, that hath inflamde thy hart ? 
A certain point, as feruent as the fire. 

The heate fhall ceafe, if that thou wilt conuert. 

I cannot ftoppe the feruent raging yre. 

What may I do, if thy felf caufe thy fmart ? 
Heare my requett, alas, with weping chere. 

With right good wyll, fay on: lo, I thee here. 
That thing would I, that maketh two content. 
Thou fekeft, perchance, of me, that I may not. 
Would god, thou wouldft, as thou maift, well affent. 
That I may not, thy grief is mine: God wot. 

But I it fele, what fo thy wordes haue ment. 
Sufpect me not: my wordes be not forgot. 

Then fay, alas: fhall I haue help? or no. 

I fee no time to anfwer, yea, but no. 

Say ye, dere hart: and ftand no more in dout. 

I may not grant a thing, that is fo dere. 


104 


Sir Thomas Wyatt's Poems. 


LovER. Lo, with delayes thou drieues me ftill about. 


EADY 
1zO; 


Ta 
Sey: 


Thou wouldeft my death: it plainly doth appere. 
Firft, may my hart his bloode, and life blede out. 
Then for my fake, alas, thy will forbere. 

From day to day, thus waftes my life away. 

Yet, for the beft, fuffer fome fmall delay. 

Now, good, fay yea: do once fo good a dede. 

If I fayd yea: what fhould therof enfue ? 

An hart in pain of fuccour fo fhould fpede, 
Twixt yea, and nay, my doute fhall ftyll renew. 
My fwete, fay yea: and do away this drede. ; 
Thou wilt nedes fo: be it fo: but then be trew. 
Nought would I els, nor other treafure none. 
Thus hartes be wonne, by loue, requeft and mone. 


Why loue ts blinde. 


OF purpofe, loue chofe firft for to be blinde: 

For, he with fight of that, that I beholde, 
Vanquifht had been, againft all godly kinde. 

His bow your hand, and truffe fhould haue vnfolde. 
And he with me to ferue had bene aifinde: 

But, for he blinde, and reckleffe would him holde: 
And ftill, by chance, his dedly ftrokes beftowe : 
With fuch, as fee, I ferue, and fuffer wo. 


To his vunkinde loue. 


WHAT rage is this? what furor? of what kinde? 
What power, what plage doth wery thus my minde: 
Within my bones to rankle is affinde 


What poyfon pleafant fwete ? 
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Lo, fee, myne eyes flow with continuall teares: 
The body ftill away fleepleffe it weares: 
My foode nothing my fainting ftrength repayres, 
Nor doth my limmes fuftain. 

In depe wide wound, the dedly ftroke doth turne 
To cureles fcarre that neuer fhall returne. 
Go to: triumph: reioyce thy goodly turne: 
Thy frend thou doeft oppreffe. 

Oppreffe thou doeft : and haft of him no cure: 
Nor yet my plaint no pitie can procure. 
Fierce Tigre, fell, hard rock without recure: 
Cruell rebell to Loue, 

Once may thou loue, neuer beloued again : 
So loue thou ftyll, and not thy loue obtain : 
So wrathfull love, with fpites of iuft difdain, 
May thret thy cruell hart. 


Lhe louer blameth his inflant defyre. 


DESIRE (alas) my mafter, and my fo: 
So fore altred thy felf how mayft thou fee? 
Sometime thou fekeft, and drieues me to and fro 
Sometime, thou leadft, that leadeth thee, and me. 
What reafon is to rule thy fubiectes fo ? 
By forced law, and mutabilitie. 

For where by thee I douted to haue blame: 
Euen now by hate again I dout thefame. 
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The loucr complayneth his eftate. 


I SEE, that chance hath chofenmnie 
Thus fecretely to liue in paine : 
And, to an other gevien|theicc 
Of all my loffe to haue the gayn. 
By chance affinde thus do I ferue: 
And other haue, that I deferue. 
Vnto my felf fometime alone 
I do lament my wofull cafe. 
But what auaileth me to mone? 
Since troth and pitie hath no place 
In them: to whom I fue and ferue: 
And other haue, that I deferue. 
To feke by meane to change this minde: 
Alas, I proue, it will not be, 
For in my hart I cannot finde 
Once to refrain, but ftill agree, 
As bounde by force, alway to ferue : 
And other haue, that I deferue. 
Such is the fortune, that I haue 
To loue them moft, that loue me left: 
And to my pain to feke, and craue 
The thing, that other haue poffeft. 
So thus in vain alway I ferue, 
And other haue, that I deferue. 
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And till I may apeafe the heate : 
If that my happe will happe fo well : 
To waile my wo my hart fhall freate : 
Whofe penfif pain my tong can tell. 
Yet thus vnhappy muft I ferue: 

And other haue, that I deferue. 


Againft hourders of money. 


For fhamefaft harm of great, and hatefull nede : 
In depe defpayre, as did a wretch go, 

With ready corde, out of his life to fpede : 

His ftumbling foote did finde an hoorde, lo, 

Of golde, I fay: where he preparde this dede: 
And in efchange, he left the corde, tho. 

He, that had hidde the golde, and founde it not: 
Of that, he founde, he fhapte his neck a knot. 


Difcripcion of a gonne. 


VULCANE begat me: Minerua me taught : 
Nature, my mother: Craft nourifht me yere by yere: 
Three bodyes are my foode: my ftrength is in naught : 
Angre, wrath, waft, and noyce are my children dere. 
Geffe, frend, what Iam: and how I am wraught : 
Monfter of fea, or of land, or of els where. 

Know me, and vfe me: and I may thee defend : 

And if I be thine enmy, I may thy life end. 
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Wiat being in prifon, to 
fs) 
Brian. 


SYGHES are my foode: my drink are my teares. 
Clinkyng of fetrers would fuch Mufick craue, 
Stink, and clofe ayer away my life it weares. 
Pore innocence is all the hope, I haue. 

Rayn, winde, or wether iudge I by mine eares. 
Malice affaultes, that righteoufneffe fhould haue. 
Sure am I, Brian, this wound fhall heale again: 
But yet alas, the fkarre fhall ftill remayn. 


Of diffembling wordes. 


THROUGH OUT the world if it wer fought, 
Faire wordes ynough a man fhall finde : 
They be good chepe they coft right nought. 
Their fubftance is but onely winde : 

But well to fay and fo to mene, 

That fwete acord is feldom fene. 


Of the meane and Sure 
eftate. 


STOND who fo lift vpon the flipper whele, 
Of hye aftate and let me here reioyce. 
And vfe my life in quietneffe eche dele, 
Vnknowen in court that hath the wanton toyes. 
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In hidden place my time fhall flowly paffe 
And when my yeres be paft withouten noyce 
Let me dye olde after the common trace , 

For gripes of death doth he to hardly paffe 
That knowen is to all: but to him felfe alas, 
He dyeth vnknowen, dafed with dreadfull face. 


The courtters life. 


IN court to ferue decked with frefhe aray, 

Of fugred meates felyng the fwete repatft : 
The life in bankets, and fundry kindes of play, 
Amid the preffe of lordly lokes to watte, 

Hath with it ioynde oft times fuch bitter tafte. 
That who fo ioyes fuch kinde of life to holde, 
In prifon ioyes fettred with cheines of gold. 


Of adtfapownted purpofe by 


negligence. 


Or Carthage he that worthy warriour 
Could ouercome. but could not vfe his chaunce 
And I likewife of all my long endeuour 

The fharpe conqueft though fortune did aduance, 
Ne could I vfe. The holde that is geuen ouer, 
I vnpoffeft, fo hangeth in balance 

Of warre, my peace, reward of all my paine, 
At Mountzon thus I reftleffe reft in Spaine. 
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Of his returne from Spaine. 


TAGUS farewel that weftward with thy {tremes 
Turnes vp the graines of gold already tried, 

For I with fpurre and faile go feke the temmes, 
Gaineward the funne that f{heweth her welthy pride, 
And to the towne that Brutus fought by dreames, 
Like bended mone that leanes her lufty fide. 

My king, my countrey, I feke for whom I liue, 

O mighty Joue the windes for this me geue. 


Of Sodaine truftyng. 
DRIUEN by defire I did this dede 
To danger my felf without caufe why: 
To truft thuntrue not like to fpede, 
To fpeake and promife faythfully : 
But now the proufe doth verifie, 
That who fo trufteth ere he know, 
Doth hurt him felf and pleafe his foe. 


Of the mother that eat her childe at 
the fege of lerufalem. 

IN doubtfull breaft whiles motherly pity 
With furious famine ftandeth at debate, 
The mother fayth: O childe vnhappy 
Keturne thy bloud where thou hadft milke of late 
Yeld me thofe lymmes that I made vnto thee, 
And enter there where thou were generate. 
For of one body agaynft all nature, 
To an other muft I make fepulture. 
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Of the meane and fure eftate written 
to lohn Poitns. 


My mothers maides when they do fowe and fpinne : 
They fing a fong made of the feldifhe moufe: 
That forbicaufe her liuelod was but thinne, 
Would nedes go fe her townith fifters houfe, 

She thought, her felfe endured to grieuous payne, 
The ftormy blaftes her caue fo fore did fowfe : 
That when the furrowes fwimmed with the rayne: 
She muft lie colde, and wet in fory plight. 

And worfe then that, bare meat there did remaine 
To comfort her, when fhe her houfe had dight : 
Sometime a barly corne: fometime a beane: 

For which fhe laboured hard both day and night, 
In harueft tyme, while fhe might go and gleane. 
And when her ftore was f{troyed with the floode : 
Then weleaway for fhe vndone was cleane. 

Then was fhe faine to take in ftede of fode, 

Slepe if fhe might, her honger to begyle. 

My fifter (quod fhe) hath a liuyng good : 

And hence from me fhe dwelleth not a myle. 

In colde and ftorme, fhe lieth warme and dry, 

In bed of downe: the durt doth not defile 

Her tender fote, fhe labours not as I, 

Richely fhe fedes, and at the richemans coft : 

And for her meat fhe nedes not craue nor cry. 

By fea, by land, of delicates the moft, 
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Her cater fekes, and fpareth for no perill : 

She fedes on boyle meat, bake meat, and on roft: 
And hath therfore no whit of charge nor trauell. 
And when fhe lift the licour of the grape 

Doth glad her hart, till that her belly fwell. 

And at this iourney makes fhe but a iape: 

So forth fhe goes, trufting of all this wealth, 

With her fifter her part fo for to fhape : 

That if fhe might there kepe her felf in health : 

To liue a Lady while her life doth laft. 

And to the dore now is fhe come by ftealth: 

And with her fote anone fhe fcrapes full faft. 
Thother for fear, durft not well fcarfe appere: 

Of euery noyfe fo was the wretch agatt. 

At laft, fhe afked foftly who was there. 

And in her language as well as she could, 

Pepe (quod the other) fifter, I am here. 

Peace (quod the towne moufe) why fpeakeft thou fo loude? 
And by the hand she toke her fayre and well. 
Welcome (quod she) my fifter by the rode. 

She feafted her, that ioye it was to tell 

The fare they hadde, they dranke the wine fo clere : 
And as to purpofe now and then it fell : 

So chered her, with how fifter what chere ? 

Amid this ioye be fell a fory chance : 

That (wele away) the {tranger bought full dere 
The fare she had. For as she lookt a fcance: 
Vnder a ftole she {pied two ftemyng eyes. 

In a rounde head, with sharpe eares: in Fraunce 
Was neuer moufe fo ferde, for the vnwife 

Had not yfene fuch a beaft before. 
Yet had nature taught her after her gife, 
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To know her fo: and dread him evermore. 

The townemoufe fled: she knew whither to go: 
The other had no shift, but wonders fore 

Ferde of her life, at home she wisht her tho : 

And to the dore (alas) as she did fkippe: 

The heauen it would, lo: and eke her chance was fo: 
At the threshold her fely fote did trippe : 

And ere she might recouer it agayne: 

The traytour cat had caught her by the hippe: 
And made her there againft hir will remayne: 
That had forgot her power, furety, and reft, 

For femyng welth, wherin she thought to raine. 
Alas (my Poyns) how men do feke the beft, 

And finde the worft, by errour as they ftray, 

And no maruel, when fight is fo oppreft, 

And blindes the guide, anone out of the way 
Goeth guide and all in feking quiet life. 

O wretched mindes, there is no golde that may 
Graunt that you feke, no warre, no peace, no {trife. 
No, no, although thy head were hoopt with golde, 
Sergeant with mace, with hawbart, {word, nor knife, 
Can not repulfe the care that folow should. 

Ech kinde of life hath with him his difeafe. 

Liue in delite, euen as thy luft would: 

And thou shalt finde, when luft doth moft thee pleafe : 
It irketh ftraight, and by it felfe doth fade. 

A fmall thing is it, that may thy minde appeate. 
None of you al there is, that is fo madde, 

To feke for grapes on brambles, or on bryers: 

Nor none I trow that hath a witte fo badde, 

To fet his haye for conies ouer riuers : 
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Nor ye fet not a dragge net for an hare. 

And yet the thing, that moft is your defire, 

You do miffeke, with more trauell and care. 

Make plaine thine hart, that it be not knotted 
With hope or dreade, and fe thy will be bare 

From all affectes, whom vice hath euer fpotted. 
Thy felfe content with that is thee affinde: 

And vfe it well that is to thee alotted. 

Then feke no more out of thy felfe to finde 

The thing that thou haft fought fo long before. 

For thou shalt feele it ftickyng in thy minde, 
Madde if ye lift to continue your fore. 

Let prefent paffe, and gape on time to come: 

And depe yourfelfe in trauell more and more. 
Henceforth (my Poins) this shalbe all and fumme 
Thefe wretched foles shall haue nought els of me: 
But, to the great God and to his dome, 

None other paine pray I for them to be: 

But when the rage doth leade them from the right : 
That lokyng backward, Vertue they may fe, 

Euen as she is, fo goodly fayre and bright. 

And whilft they clafpe their luftes in armes a croffe : 
Graunt them good Lord, as thou maift of thy might, 
To freate inward, for lofyng fuch a loffe. 


Of the Courtiers life written to 
lohn Pons. 


MYNE owne John Poyns: fins ye delite to know 
The caufes why that homeward I me draw, 

And flie the preafe of courtes, where fo they go: 
Rather then to liue thrall vnder the awe, 
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Of lordly lokes, wrapped within my cloke, 
To will and luft learnyng to fet a law: 

It is not, becaufe I fcorne or mocke 
The power of them: whom fortune here hath lent 
Charge over vs, of ryght to ftrike the ftroke. 

But true it is that I haue alwayes ment 

Leffe to efteme them, then the common fort, 

Of outward thinges: that iudge in their intent, 
Without regard, what inward doth refort. 

I graunt, fometime of glory that the fire 

Doth touch my hart. Me lift not to report 
Blame by honour, and honour to defire. 

But how may I this honour now attaine ? 

That can not dye the colour blacke a lyer. 

My Poyns, I can not frame my tune to fayne: 

To cloke the truth, for prayfe without defert, 

Of them that lift all nice for to retaine. 

I can not honour them, that fet their part 

With Venus, and Bacchus, all their life long: 

Nor holde my peace of them, although I fmart. 

I can not crouch nor knele to fuch a wrong: 

To worfhip them like God on earth alone: 

That are as wolues thefe fely lambes among. 

I can not with my wordes complaine and mone, 
And fuffer nought: nor fmart without complaynt : 
Nor turne the worde that from my mouth is gone. 
I can not fpeake and loke like as a faynt : 

Vfe wiles for wit, and make deceyt a pleafure : 
Call cratt countaile, tor lucre {till to paint: 

I can not wreft the law to fill the coffer : 

With innocent bloud to fede my felfe fatte : 

And do moft hurt: where that moft helpe I offer. 
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I am not he, that can alowe the ftate 
Of hye Ceafar, and damne Cato to dye: 
That with his death did fcape out of the gate, 

From Ceafars handes, if Liuye doth not lye: 

And would not live, where libertie was loft, 

So did his hart the common wealth apply. 

I am not he, fuch eloquence to boft : 

To make the crow in fingyng, as the {wanne: 

Nor call the lyon of coward beaftes the moft. 

That can not take'a moufe, as the cat cam, 

And he that dieth for honger of the golde, 

Call him Alexander, and fay that Pan 

Paffeth Apollo in mufike manifold: 

Praife fyr Topas for a noble tale, 

And fcorne the ftory that the knight tolde : 

Prayfe him for counfell, that is dronke of ale; 
Grinne when he laughes, that beareth all the fway: 
Frowne, when he frownes: and grone when he is pale: 
On others luft to hang both night and day. 

None of thefe poyntes would euer frame in me. 

My wit is nought, I can not learne the way. 

And much the leffe of thinges that greater be, 

That afken helpe of colours to deuife 

To ioyne the meane with ech extremitie: 
With neareft vertue ay to cloke the vice. 
And as to purpofe likewife it hall fall, 
To preffe the vertue that it may not rife. 
And as to purpofe likewife it fhall fall, 
To preffe the vertue that it may not rife. 
As dronkenneffe good felowfhip to call : 
The frendly foe, with his faire double face, 
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Say he is gentle and curties therewithal. 
Affirme that favell hath a goodly grace, 
In eloquence: And cruelty to name | 
Zeale of Juftice: And change in time and place. 
And he that fuffreth offence withoutt blame: 

Call him pitifull, and him true and plaine, 

That rayleth rechleffe vnto ech mans fhame. 

Say he is rude, that can not lye and faine: 

The letcher a louer, and tyranny 

To be the right of a Prynces rayghne. 

I can not, I no, no, it will not be. 

This is the caufe that I could neuer yet 

Hang on their fleues, that weygh (as thou mayit fe) 
A chippe of chance more then a pounde of wit. 
This maketh me at home to hunt and hauke: 

And in fowle wether at my boke to fit: 

In froft and fnow, then with my bow to ftalke. 

No man doth marke where fo I ride or go. 

In lufty leas at libertie I walke: 

And of thefe newes I fele nor weale nor wo: 

Saue that a clogge doth hang yet at my heele. 

No force for that, for it is ordred fo: 

That I may leape both hedge and dike full wele, 

I am not now in Fraunce, to iudge the wine: 

With favry fauce thofe delicates to fele. 

Nor yet in Spaine where one muft him incline, 
Rather then to be, outwardly to feme. 

I meddle not with wittes that be fo fine, 

Nor Flaunders chere lettes not my fyght to deme 
Of blacke, and white, nor takes my wittes away 
With beaftlineffe : fuch do thofe beaftes efteme. 
Nor I am not, where truth is geuen in pray, 
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For money, poyfon, and treafon : of fome 

A common practice, vfed nyght and day. 

But I am here in Kent and chriftendome : 

Among the Mufes, where I reade and ryme, 

Where if thou lift myne owne John Poyns to come: 
Thou fhalt be iudge, how I do fpende my time. 


flow to vfe the court and him 
felfe therin, written to fyr 
Frraunces Bryan. 


A. SPENDYNG hand that alway powreth out, 
Had nede to haue a bringer in as faft. 

And on the ftone that ftyll doth turne about, 
There groweth no moffe. Thefe prouerbes yet do laft: 
Reafon hath fet them in fo fure a place: 

That length of yeres their force can neuer watte. 

When I remember this, and eke the cafe, 

Wherin thou ftandft: I thought forthwith to write, 
(Brian) to thee ? who knowes how great a grace 

In writyng is to counfaile man the right. 

To thee therfore that trottes ftill vp and downe: 

And neuer reftes, but runnyng day and night, 

From realme to realme, from citye, ftrete, and towne. 
Why doeft thou weare thy body to the bones? 

And mighteft at home flepe in thy bedde of downe : 
And drinke good ale fo noppy for the nones : 

Fede thy felfe fatte, and heape vp pounde by pounde. 
Likeft thou not this? No. Why? For fwine fo gromes 
In ftye, and chaw dung moulded on the ground. 
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And driuel on pearles, with head ftyll in the manger, 
So of the harpe the affe doth heare the found. 

So fackes of durt be filde. The neate courtier 

So ferues for leffe, then do thefe fatted fwine. 
Though I feme leane and drye, withouten moyfture : 
Yet will I ferue my prince, my lord and thine. 

And let them liue to fede the paunch that lyft: 

So I may liue to fede both me and myne. 

By God well faid. But what and if thou wift 

Flow to bring in, as faft as thou doeft fpend. 

That would I learne. And it fhall not be mift, 

To tell thee how. Now harke what I intende. 

Thou knoweft well firft, who fo can feke to pleafe, 
Shall purchafe frendes: where trouth, fhall but offend. 
Flee therefore truth, it is both welth and eafe. 

For though that trouth of euery man hath prayfe: 
Full neare that winde goeth trouth in great mifeafe. 
Vfe vertue, as it goeth now a dayes: 

In worde alone to make thy language fwete : 

And of the dede yet do not as thou faies. 

Ils be thou fure: thou fhalt be farre unmete 

To get thy bread, ech thing is now fo fkant. 

Seke ftill thy profite vpon thy bare fete. 

Lende in no wife: for feare that thou do want: 
Unleffe it be, as to a calfe a chefe: 

By which returne be fure to winne a cant 

Of halfe at leaft. It is not good to leefe. 

Learne at the ladde, that in a long white cote, 

From vnder the ftall, withouten landes or feefe, 
Hath lept into the fhoppe : who knowes by rote 
This rule that I haue told thee here before. 
Sometime alfo riche age beginnes to dote, 
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See thou when there thy gaine may be the more. 
Stay him by the arme, wherefo he walke or go: 
Be nere alway, and if he coughe to fore : 

What he hath fpit treade out, and pleafe him fo. 
A diligent knaue that pikes his mafters purfe, 
May pleafe him fo, that he withouten mo 
Executour is. And what is he the wurs? 

But if fo chance, thou get nought of the man : 
The wydow may for all thy charge deburs. 

A riueld fkynne, a ftinkyng breath, what than ? 
A totheleffe mouth fhall do thy lippes no harme. 
The golde is good, and though fhe curfe or banne : 
Yet where thee lift, thou mayeft lye good and warme. 
Let the olde mule bite vpon the bridle: 

Whilft there do lye a fweter in thy arme. 

In this alfo fee thou be not idle: 

Thy nece, thy cofyn, thy fifter, or thy oe 
If the bee faire: if handfome be her middle: 

If thy better hath her loue befought her: 
Auaunce his caufe, and he fhall helpe thy nede. 
It is but loue, turne it to a laughter. 

But ware I fay, fo gold thee helpe and fpede: 
That in this cafe thou be not fo vnwife 

As Pandar was in fuch a like dede. 

For he the fole of confcience was fo nice: 

That he no gaine would haue for all his payne. 
Be next thy felfe for frendfhyp beares no price. 
Laugheft thou at me, why? do I fpeake in vaine ? 
No not at thee, but at thy thrifty ieft. 

Wouldeft thou, I fhould for any loffe or gayne, 
Change that for golde that I haue tane for beft 
Next godly thinges: to haue an honeft name? 


Sir Thomas Wyatt's Poems. 


Should I leaue that ? then take me for a beaft. 
Nay then farewell, and if thou care for fhame: 
Content thee then with honeft povertie : 

With free tong, what thee miflikes, to blame, 
And for thy trouth fometime adverfitie. 

And therwithal this thing I fhall thee giue, 

In this world now little profperitie : 

And coyne to kepe, as water in a fiue. 


The fong of lopas, vnfinifhed. 


WHEN Dido feafted the wanderyng Troian knight: 

Who Jjunos wrath w ftormes did force in Libyk fads to light 

That mighty Atlas taught, the fupper laftyng long, 

With crifped lockes on golden harpe, Iopas fang in fong. 

That fame (quod he) that we the world do call and name: 

Of heauen and earth with all contents, it is the very frame. 

Or thus, of heauenly powers by more power kept in one 

Repungnant kindes, in mids of who the earth hath place 
alone: 

Firme, round, of liuing thinges, the mother place and nourfe: 

Without the which the egal weight, this heuen doth hold 
his courfe 

And it is callde by name, the firftt and mouyng heauen, 

The firmament is placed next, conteinyng other feuen, 

Of heauenly powers that fame is planted full and thicke : 

As fhinyng lightes which we call ftars, that therin cleue 
and fticke. 

With great fwift fway, the firft, & with his reftleffe fours, 

Carieth it felf, and al thofe eyght, in euen continuall cours. 

R 
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And of this world fo round within that rollyng cafe, 

Two points there be that neuer moue, but firmely kepe their 
place 

The tone we fee alway, the tother ftandes obie¢t 

Againft the fame, deuidyng iuft the grounde by line direct. 

Which by imaginacion drawen from the one to thother 

Toucheth the centre of the earth, for way there is none other. 

And thefe be callde the Poles, difcryde by ftarres not bright. 

Artike the one northward we fee: Antartike thother hyght. 

The line, that we deuife from thone to thother fo: 

As axel is, vpon the which the heauens about do go 

Which of water nor earth, of ayre nor fire, haue kinde. 

Therfore the fubftance of thofe fame were harde for man to 
finde. 

But they bene vncorrupt, fimple and pure vnmixt: 

And fo we fay been all thofe ftarres, that in thofe fame be fixt. 

And eke thofe erryng feuen, in circle as they {tray : 

So calld, becaufe agaynft that firft they haue repungnant 
way : 

And {maller bywayes to, {kant fenfible to man: 

To bufy worke for my pore harpe: let fing them he, that can. 

The wydeft faue the firft, of all thefe nine aboue, 

One hundred yere doth afke of {pace, for one degree to moue, 

Of which degrees we make, in the firft moouyng heauen, 

Three hundred and threfcore in partes iuftly deuided euen. 

And yet there is another betwene thofe heauens two : 

Whofe mouyng is fo fly fo flack: I name it not for now. 

The feuenth heauen or the fhell, next to the ftarry fky, 

All thofe degrees that gatherth vp, with aged pafe fo fly : 

And doth performe the fame, as elders count hath bene, 

In nine and twenty yeres complete, and daies almoft fixtene: 
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Doth cary in his bowt the ftarre of Saturne old: 

A threatner of all liuyng things, with drought & with his 
cold. 

The fixt whom this conteyns, doth ftalke with yoonger pafe: 

And in twelue yere doth fomwhat more than thothers viage 
was. 

And this in it doth bear the ftarre of Joue benigne, 

T'wene Saturns malice and vs men, frendly defendyng figne. 

The fift bears bloudy Mars, that in three hundred daies 

And twife eleuen with one full yere, hath finifht all thofe 
wayes. 

A yere doth afke the fourth, and howers therto fixe, 

And in the fame the dayes eie the funne, therin her f{tyckes. 

The third, that gouernd is by that, that gouerns mee: 

And loue for loue, and for no love prouokes: as oft we fee: 

In like fpace doth performe that courfe, that did the tother. 

So dothe the next vnto the fame, that fecond is in order. 

But it doth bear the ftarre, that call’d is Mercury : 

That many a crafty fecrete {teppe doth tread, as Calcars try. 

That {ky is laft, and fixt next vs, thofe wayes hath gone, 

In feuen and twenty comon dayes, and eke the third of one: 

And beareth with his fway, the diuers Moone about : 

Now bright, now brown, now bét, now ful, & now her light 
is out 

Thus haue they of their owne two mouynges al thefe feuen 

One, wherin they be caried ftill, ech in his feueral heuen. 

An other of them felues, where their bodyes be layed 

In bywayes, and in leffer rowndes, as I afore haue fayd. 

Saue of them all the funne doth ftray left from the ftreight, 

The ftarry {ky hath but one cours, that we haue calde the 

eight. 
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And all thefe moouynges eight are ment from weft to the 
Caits 

Although they feme to clime aloft, I fay from eaft to weft. 
But that is but by force of their firft mouyng fky: 

In twife twelue houres fro eaft to eaft ytcarieth the by and by. 
But marke we well alfo, thefe mouinges of thefe feuen, 

Be not about the axell tree of the firft mouyng heuen. 

For they haue their two poles directly tone to the tother, &c. 


T. WVATE the elder. 


ONIN CI BS a GN al Rad ESO od WICOLAS 
GRIMATL D. 


A trueloue. 


r 
W HAT {weet releef the fhowers to thirftie plants we fee: 
What dere delite, the blooms to beez: my trueloue’ is 
to mee. 
As frefh, and lufty vere foule winter doth exceed: 
As morning bright, with fcarlet fky, doth paffe the 
euenings weed : 
As melow peares aboue the crabs efteemed be: 
So doth my loue furmount them all, whom yet I hap to fe. 
The oke fhall oliues bear: the lamb, the lion fray : 
The owle fhall match the nightingale, in tuning of 
her lay: 
Or I my loue let flip out of mine entiere hert : 
So deep repofed in my breft is fhe, for her defert. 
For many bleffed giftes, O happy, happy land : 
Where Mars, and Pallas f{triue to make their glory moft 
to ftand 
Yet land, more is thy bliffe: that in this cruell age, 
A Venus ymp, thou haft brought forth, fo ftedfaft and fo 
fage. 
Among the Mufes nyne, a tenth yf Joue would make: 
And to the Graces three, a fourth: her would Apollo take 
Let fome for honour hoont, and hourd the maffy golde: 
With her fo I may liue, and dye, my weale cannot be tolde. 


~ 
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The louer to his dear, of his 
exceding loue. 


PHEBE twife took her horns, twife layd them by: 
I, all the while,on thee*could fet nose: 

Yet doo I liue: if life you may it call, 

Which onely holds my heauy hert, as thrall. 
Certeffe for death doo I ful often pray, 

To rid my wo, and pull thefe pangs away. 

So plaines Prometh, his womb no time to faile : 
And, ayelife left, had leefer, he might quaile. 

I erre, orels who this deuife firft found, 

By that gripes name he cleped loue vnfound. 

In all the town, what ftreat haue I not feen? 

In all the town, yet hath not Carie been. 

Eyther thy fier reftraines thy free outgate, 

O woman, worthy of farre better ftate: 

Or peeplepefterd London lykes thee nought, 

But pleafant ayr, in quiet countrie fought. 
Perchaunce in olds our loue thou doeft repeat, 
And in fure place woldft euery thing retreat. 
Forth fhall I go, ne will I ftay for none, 

Vntyll I may fomwhere finde thee alone. 
Therwhile, keep you of hands, and neck the heew : 
Let not your cheeks becoom or black, or bleew 
Go with welcouerd hed: for you incafe 
Apollo fpied, burn wold he on your face, 
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Daphne, in groue, clad with the bark of bay tree: 
Ay mee, if fuch a tale fhould ryfe of thee. 

Califto found, in woods, Joues force to fell : 

I pray you, let him not like you fo well. 


Eigh, how much dreed? Here lurks of theeus a haunt: 


Whofo thou beeft, preyfeeker prowd, auaunt. 
Aéteon may teach thee Diétynnaes ire: 

Of trouth, this goddeffe hath as fiers a fire. 

What doo I fpeak? O chief part of my minde, 
Vnto your eares thefe woords no way doo finde. 
Wold god, when you read this, obferue I might 
Your voyce, and of your countinaunce haue fight, 
Then, for our loue, good hope were not to feek : 
I mought fay with myfelf, fhe will be meek. 
Doutleffe I coom, what euer town you keep, 

Or where you woon, in woods, or mountanes fteep. 
I coom, and if all pear not in my face, 

Myfelf will meffenger be of my cafe. 

If to my prayer all deaf, you dare fay, no: 
Streight of my death agilted fhall you go. 

Yet in mid death, this fame fhall eafe my hart: 
That Carie, thou wert caufe of all the fmart. 


The louer afketh pardon of his dere, 
Jor fleeyng from her. 


LOUERS men warn the corps beloued to flee, 
From the blinde fire in cafe they wold liue free. 
Aye me, how oft haue I fled thee, my Day ? 
I flee, but loue bides in my breft alway. 
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Lo yet agayn, I graunt I can remoue: 
But both I could, and can fay fill) Pilode, 
If woods I feek, cooms to my thought Adone: 
And well the woods do know my heauy mone. 
In gardens if I walk: Narciffus there 

I fpy, and Hyacints with weepyng chere. 

If meads I tred, O what a fyre I feel? 

In flames of loue I burn from hed to heel. 

Here I behold dame Ceres ymp in flight : 

Here fee, methynk, black Plutoes fteeds in fight. 
Stronds if I look vpon, the Nymphs I mynde: 
And, in mid fea, oft feruent powrs I fynde. 

The hyer that that I clyme, in mountanes wylde, 
The neerer mee approchet Venus chylde. 

Towns if I haunt: in fhort fhall I all fay? 
There foondry fourms I view, none to my pay. 
Her fauour now I note, and now her yies: 

Her hed, amiffe: her foot, her cheeks, her guyfe. 
In fyne, where mater wants, defautes I fayn: 
Whom other, fayr: I deem fhe hath foom ftayn. 
What boots it then to flee, fythe in nightyde, 
And daytyme to, my Day is at my fide? 

A fhade therfore mayft thou be calld, by ryght : 
But fhadowes derk, thou, Day, art euer bright. 
Nay rather, worldly name is not for thee: 

Sithe thou at once can in twoo places bee. 
Forgeue me, goddeffe, and becoom my fheeld : 
Euen Venus to Anchife herfelf dyd yeeld. 

Lo, I confeffe my flight : bee good therfore: 
Joue, oftentimes, hath pardond mee for more. 
Next day, my Day, to you I coom by way: 
And, yf you fuffer mee, due payns wyll pay. 
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N. Vincent to G. Blackwood, 
agaynft wedding. 


SYTHE, Blackwood, you haue mynde to wed a wife : 


I pray you, tell, wherefore you like that life. 


What? that henceforth you may liue more in bliffe ? 


I am beguylde, but you take mark amiffe. 
Either your fere fhall be defourmd: (and can 
You blisful be, with flower of frying pan? 
Orels of face indifferent: (they fay, 

Face but indifferent will foone decay.) 

Or faire: who, then, for many men femes fine: 
Ne can you fay, fhe is all holly mine. 

And be fhe chafte (if noman chaunce to few) 
A fort of brats fhe bringes, and troubles new : 
Or fruteleffe will fo paffe long yeres with thee, 
That fcant one day fhall voyd of brawlyng bee. 
Hereto heap vp vndaunted hed, ftif hart, 

And all the reft: eche fpoufe can tell a part. 
Leaue then, this way, to hope for happy life: 
Rather be your bed fole, and free from ftrife. 
Of bleffed {tate if any path be here: 

It lurketh not, where women wonne fo nere. 


G. Blackwood to N. Vincent, 
wrth weddyneg. 


SYTHE, Vincent, I haue minde to wed a wife: 
You bid me tell, wherfore I like that life. 
Foule will I not, faire I defire: content, 

If faire me fayle, with one indifferent. 
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Fair, you alledge, a thoufand will applie: 

But, nere fo oft requirde, fhe will denie. 

Meane beautie doth foone fade: therof playn hee, 
Who nothing loues in woman but her blee. 
Frute if fhe bring, of frute is ioyfull fight: 

If none, what then? our burden is but light. 

The reft, you ming, certeffe, we graunt, be great: 
Stif hert, vndaunted hed caufe foom to freat. 
But, in all thinges, inborne difpleafures be: 

Yea pleafure we, full of difpleafure, fe. 

And maruail you, I looke to good eftate, 
Hereafter if a woman be my mate? 

Oh ftraight is vertues path, if footh men fay: 
And likewife, that I feek, {traight is the way. 


Lhe Mufes. 


I MYS of king Joue, and quene Remembrance lo, 
The fifters nyne, the poets pleafant feres. 
Calliope doth ftately ftyle beftow, 

And worthy prayfes payntes of princely yeres. 
Clio in folem fonges, reneweth old day, 

With prefent yeres conioynyng age bypatt. 
Delitefull talke loues Comicall Thaley : 

In frefh green youth, who dothe like laurell laft. 
With voyces Tragicall fowndes Melpomen, 

And, as with cheyns, thallured eare fhee bindes. 
Her ftringes when Terpfichor doth touche, euen then 
Shee toucheth hartes, and raigneth in mens mindes. 
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Fine Erato, whofe look a liuely chere 

Prefents, in dauncyng keeps a comely grace. 
With femely gefture doth Polymnie ftere : 
Whofe wordes holle routes of renkes doo rule in place, 
Uranie, her globes to view all bent, 

The nine folde heauen obferues with fixed face. 
The blaftes Euterpe tunes of inftrument, 

With folace fweet hence heauie dumps to chafe. 
Lord Phebus in the mids (whofe heauenly fprite 
Thefe ladies doth infpire) embraceth all. 

The graces in the Mufes weed, delite 

To lead them forth, that men in maze they fall. 


Mufonius the Philofophers 
Saiyng. 


IN workyng well, if trauell you fuftaine : 

Into the winde fhall lightly paffe the payne: 

But of the deed the glory fhall remaine, 

And caufe your name with worthy wightes to raigne. 
In workyng wrong, if pleafure you attaine: 

The pleafure foon fhall vade, and uoyde as vaine: 
But of the deed, throughout the life, the fhame 
Endures, defacyng you with fowl defame: 

And ftil torments the minde, both night and daye: 
Scant length of time the fpot can wath awaye. 

Flee then ylfwading pleafures baits vntreew : 

And noble vertues fayr renown purfeew. 
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Marcus Catoes comparifon of mans 
life with yron. 


Wuo wold beleeue mans life like yron to bee, 

But proof had been, great Cato, made by thee? 
For if long time, one put this yron in vre, 
Folowing ech day his woork, with byfye cure: 
With dayly vfe, hee may the metall wear, 

And bothe the ftrength, and hardneffe eke impaire. 
Again, in cafe his yron bee caft afide, 

And careleffe long let it vntoucht abide: 

Sythe, cankerd ruft inuades the mettall fore, 

And her fowl teeth there faftneth more and more. 
So man, incafe his corps hee tyre, and faint 

With labor long: his ftrength it fhall attaint. 

But in fluggard flothe, the fame dothe lye: 

That manly might will fall away, and dye: 

That bodies ftrength, that force of wit remooue: 
Hee (hall, for man, a weaklyng woman prooue. 
Wherfore, my childe, holde twene thefe twaine the waye: 
Nother with to much toyl thy lyms decaye, 

In idle eafe nor giue to vices place: 

In bothe who meafure, keeps, hee hath good grace. 


Cleobulus the Lydians 
riddle. 


ONE is my fire: my foons, twife fix they bee: 
Of daughters ech of them begets, you fee, 
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Thrife ten : wherof one fort be fayr of face, 

The oother doth vnfeemly black difgrace. 

Nor this holl rout is thrall vnto deathdaye, 

Nor worn with waftful time, but liue alwaye: 
And yet the fame alwaies (ftraunge cafe) do dye. 
The fire, the daughters, and the foons diftry. 
Incafe you can fo hard a knot vnknit: 

You fhall I count an Edipus in wit. 


Concerning Virgils Enetds. 


By heauens hye gift, incafe reuiued were 
Lyfip, Apelles, and Homer the great : 

The mofte renownd, and ech of them fance pere, 
In grauyng, paintyng, and the Poets feat: 
Yet could they not, for all their vein diuine, 
In marble, table, paper more, or leffe, 

With cheezil, pencil, or with poyntel fyne, 
So graue, fo paynt, or fo by ftyle expreffe 
(Though they beheld of euery age, and land 
The fayreft books, in euery toung contriued, 
To frame a fourm, and to direct their hand) 
Of noble prince the liuely fhape defcriued : 
As, in the famous woork, that Eneids hight, 
The naamkouth Virgil hath fet forth in fight. 


Of mirth. 


A heauy hart, with wo encreafeth euery fmart : 


A mirthfull minde in time of need, defendeth forowes dart. 
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The fprite of quicneffe feems, by drery fadneffe flayn : 

By mirth, a man to lively plight, reuiued is agayn. 

Dolour dryeth vp the bones: the fad fhall fone be fick : 

Mirth can preferue the kyndly helth, mirth makes the body 
quick, 

Depe dumps do nought, but dull, not meet for man but 
beaft : 

A mery hart fage Salomon countes his continuall feaft. 

Sad foll, before thy time, brings thee vnto deaths dore: 

That fond condicions haue bereft, late daye can not reftore. 

As, when the couered heauen, fhowes forth a lowryng face, 

Fayr Titan, with his leam of light, returns a goodly grace: 

So, when our burdened breft is whelmd with clowdy thought, 

A pleafant calm throughout the corps, by chereful hart is 
brought. 

Enioye we then our ioyes, and in the lorde reioyce: 

Faith makyng faft eternall ioye, of ioyes while wee haue 
choyce. 


Lota ae 


CHARIS the fourth, Pieris the tenth, the fecond Cypris Jane, 
One to affemblies thre adioynd: whom Phebus fere, Diane, 
Among the Nymphes Orcades, might wel vouchfafe to 


place: 

But you as great a goddeffe ferue, the quenes moft noble 
erace: 

Allhayle, and while, like Terpfichor, much melody you 
make: 


Which if the field, as doth the court, enioyd, the trees wold 
fhake: 
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While latine you, and french frequent: while Englith tales 
you tel: 

Italian whiles, and Spanifh you do hear, and know full well: 

Amid fuch peares, and folemne fightes, in cafe conuenient 
tyme 

You can (good Lady) fpare to read a rurall poets ryme: 

Take here his fimple fawes, in briefe: wherin no need to 
moue 

Your Ladifhyp, but thus lo fpeakes thabundance of his loue. 

The worthy feates that now fo much fet forth your noble 
name, 

So haue in vre, they ftill encreaft, may more encreafe your 
fame. 

For though diuine your doings be, yet thews wt yeres may 
grow : 

And if you ftay, ftreight now adayes freth wits will ouergo. 

Wherfore the glory got maintayne, maintayne the honour 
great. 

So fhal the world my doome approue, and fet you in that 
feat, 

Where Graces, Mufes, and Joues ymp, the ioyfull Venus, 
raigne : 


So fhall the bacheler bleffed bee, can fuch a Nymph obtaine. 


Lo matfires D. A. 


WHAT caufe, what reafo moueth me: that fanfy fils my 
brains 

That you I minde of virgins al, who Britan foile fuftains. 

Bothe when to lady Mnemofynes dere daughters I refort, 

And eke whe I ye feafon flow deceaue, wt glad difport? 
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What force, what power haue you fo great, what charms 
haue you late foud, 

To pluck, to draw, to rauifh hartes, & fterre out of ther 
ftownd? 

To you, I trow, Joues daughter hath the louely gyrdle lent, 

That Ceftos hight: wherin there bee all maner graces blent, 

Allurementes of conceits, of wordes the pleafurable tafte : 

That fame, I geffe, hath giuen you, and girt about your wafte 

Befet with fute of precious pearl, as bright as funny day. 

But what? I am beguilde, and gone (I wene) out of the way. 

Thefe caufes lo do not fo much prefent your image preft, 

That will I, nill I, night and day, you lodge within this breft: 

Thofe gifts of your right worthy minde, thofe goldée gifts of 
mind 

Of my faft fixed fanfiefourm firft moouing caufe I finde: 

Loue of the one, and threefold powr: faith facred, found, 
lincere: 

A modeft maydens mood: an hert, from clowd of enuy 
Clete: 

Wit, fed with Pallas food diuine: will, led with louely lore: 

Memorie, conteining leffons great of ladies fiue and fowr: 

Woords, fweeter, than the fugar fweet, with heauenly nectar 


dreft: 

Nothing but coomly can they carp, and wonders well 
expres 

Such damfels did the auncient world, for Poets penns, 
fuffife : 


Which, now a dayes, welnye as rare, as Poets fyne, aryfe. 

Wherfore, by gracious gifts of god, you more than thrife 
ybleft : 

And I welbleft myfelf fuppofe: whom chaftefull loue impreft, 
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In frendfhips lace, with fuch a laffe, doth knit, and faft 
combine : 

Which lace no threatning fortune fhall, no length of tyme 
vntwine : 

And I that daye, with gem fnowwhite, will mark, & eke 
depaynt 

With pricely pen: which, Awdley, firft gan mee with you 
acquaint. 


Ofna 7 


ESERTS of Nymphs, that auncient Poets fhowe, 

r not fo kouth, as hers: whofe prefent face 

ore than my Mufe, may caufe the world to knowe 
nature nobly giuen: of woorthy race: 

o trayned vp, as honour did beftowe. 

yllene, in fugerd fpeech, gaue her a grace. 

xcell in fong Apollo made his dere. 

o fingerfeat Minerue hid from her fight. 

xpreft in look, fhe hath fo fouerain chere. 
A s Cyprian once breathed on the Spartan bright. 
W it, wifdom, will, woord, woork, and all, I ween, 

D are nomans pen prefume to paint outright. 

L o luyfterand light: which if old tyme had feen, 
FE ntroned, fhyne fhe fhould, with goddeffe Fame. 

WV ecld, Enuie, thefe due prayles to this dame. 


HAmOnNPpseey 


A neew yeres gift, to 
Cem Vl a. 
Now flaming Phebus, paffing through his heauenly regi 
hye, 
The vttreft Ethiopian folk with feruent beams doth frye: 
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And with the foon, the yere alfo his fecret race doth roon: 

And Janus, with his double face, hath it again begoon. 

O thou, that art the hed of all, whom mooneths, and yeres 
obey : 

At whofe commaund bee bothe the fterres, and furges of 
the fea: 

By powr diuine, now profper vs this yere with good fucceffe: 

This well to lead, and many mo, vs with thy fauour bleffe. 

Graunt, with found foll in body found that here we dayly 
go: 

And, after, in that countrey lyue, whence bannisht is all wo: 

Where hoonger, thirft, and fory age, and fickneffe may not 
mell : 

No fenfe perceius, no hert bethinks the ioyes, that there do 
dwel. 


An other to lives 


SO happy bee the courfe of your long life: 
So roon the yere intoo his circle ryfe: 
That nothyng hynder your welmeanyng minde: 
Sharp wit may you, remembrans redy fynde, 
Perfect intelligence, all help at hand: 

Styll ftayd your thought in frutefull ftudies ftand. 
Hed framed thus may thother parts well frame, 
Diuine demeanour wyn a noble name: 

By payzed doom with leafure, and good heed: 
By vpright dole, and much auayling deed: 
By hert vnthirld, by vndifcomfite chere, 
And breft difcharged quite of coward fere: 
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By fobermood, and orders coomly rate : 

In weal and wo, by holdyng one eftate. 

And to that beauties grace, kynde hath you lent, 
Of bodies helth a perfite plight be blent. 

Dame fortunes gifts may fo ftand you in fted, 
That well, and wealfully your lyfe be led. 

And hee, who giues thefe graces not in vayn, 
Direct your deeds, his honour to maintain. 


LO IS: 


To you, madame, I wifh, bothe now, and eke from yere to 
Vere, 

Stregth wt Debore, wt Judith faith, wt Maudlé zeal, Anns 
chere 

With bleffed Mary modeft moode: like Sibill, life full long: 

A mynde with facred fprite enfpired, wit frefh, and body 
{trong : 

And, when of your forepointed fate you haue outroon the 
race: 

Emong all thefe, in Joues hye raygn of bliffes full, a place. 


IV pg dt, Se 


AS this firft daye of Janus youthe reftores vnto the yere: 

So bee your minde in coorage good reuiued, and herty chere. 

And as dame Tellus labreth now her frutes conceiued to 
breed: 

Rightfo of your moft forward wit may great auail proceed. 
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So lucky bee the yere, the mooneths, the weeks, ye dayes, 
ye howrs 


That them, with long recours, you may enioy in blisfull 


bowrs. 


10 tis DA: 


GORGEOUS attire, by art made trym, and clene, 
Cheyn, bracelet, perl, or gem of Indian riuer, 

To you I nil, ne can (good Damafcene) 

This time of Janus Calends, here deliuer. 

But what? My hert: which, though long fins certain 
Your own it was, aye prefent at your heft: 

Yet here itfelf doth it refigne agayn, 

Within thefe noombers clofde. Where, think you beft 
This to repofe? There, I fuppofe, where free 
Minerue you place. For it hath you embrafte, 

As thHeliconian Nymphs: with whom, euen hee, 
That burn for foom, Apollo liueth chafte. 

Prefents in cafe by raarneffe you efteem : 

O Lord, how great a gift fhall this you feem ? 


10 Wie oe 


To you this prefent yere full fayre and fortunable fall, 
Returning now to his prime part, good luck therwithall, 
May it proceed: and end, and oft returntosciageyour 
Herts 

O Sufan, whom among my frendes I count, by your 
defert. 
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Joy may your heauenly fprite: endure frefh wit in ye fyne 
brayn: 

Your knowledge of good things encreas: your body, fafe 
remain : 

A body, of fuch fhape, as fhoweth a worthy wight by kynde: 

A clofet, fit for to contein the vertues of that minde. 

What fhall I yet moreouer add? God graunt, wt pleafant 
mate 

A pleafant life you lead. Well may that man reioyfe his 
fate. 


To his familiar frend. 


No image carued with coonnyng hand, no cloth of purple 
dye, 

No precious weight of metall bright, no filuer plate gyue I: 

Such gear allures not heuély herts: fuch gifts no grace they 
bring : 

I lo, yt know your minde, will fend none fuch. what then? 
nothing. 


Defcription of Vertue. 


WHAT one art thou, thus in torn weed yclad? 
Vertue, in price whom auncient fages had. 
Why poorly rayd? For fadyng goodes paft care. 
Why doublefaced? I mark ech fortunes fare. 
This bridle what? Mindes rages to reftrain. 
Tooles why beare you? I loue to take great pain. 
Why winges? I teach aboue the ftarres to flye. 
Why tread you death? I onely cannot dye. 

r 
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Prayfe of meafure-kepyne. 


THE auncient time commended, not for nought, 
The mean: what better thing can ther be fought ? 
In mean, is vertue placed: on either fide, 

Bothe right and left, amiffe a man fhall flide. 
Icar, with fire hadft thou the mid way flown, 
Icarian beck by name had no man known. 

If middle path kept had proud Phaeton, 

No burning brand this erth had falln vpon. 

Ne cruell powr, ne none fo foft can raign : 

That keeps the mean, the fame fhall ftyll remain. 
Thee, Julie, once did toomuch mercy fpill : 

Thee, Nero ftern, rigor extreem did kill. 

How could Auguft fo many yeres well paffe? 
Nor ouermeek, nor ouerferfe he was. 

Worfhip not Joue with curious fanfies vain, 

Nor him defpife: hold right atween thefe twayn. 
No waftefull wight, no greedy goom is prayzd. 
Stands largeffe iuft, in egall balance payzd. 

So Catoes meal furmountes Antonius chere, 

And better fame his fober fare hath here. 

To flender buildyng, bad: as bad, to groffe: 
One, an eyefore, the tother falls to loffe. 

As medcines help, in meafure: fo (God wot) 

By ouermuch, the fick their bane haue got. 
Vnmeet mee feems to vtter this, mo wayes : 
Meafure forbids vnmeafurable prayfe. 
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Mans life after Poffidonius, 
or Crates. 


WHat path lift you to tred ? what trade will you affaye? 

The courts of plea, by braul, & bate, driue gentle peace 
away. 

In houfe, for wife, and childe, there is but cark, and care: 

With trauail, and with toyl ynough, in feelds wee vfe to 
fare. 

Vpon the feas lieth dreed: the riche, in foraine land, 

Doo feare the loffe: and there, the poore, like mifers poorly 
{tand. 

Strife, with a wife, without, your thrift full hard to fee: 

Yong brats, a trouble: none at all,a maym it feems to bee: 

Youth, fond: age hath no hert, and pincheth all to nye. 

Choofe then the leefer of thefe twoo, no life, or foon to dye. 


Metrodorus minde to the 
contrarte. 


WHat race of life ronne you? what trade will you affaye ? 
In courts, is glory gott, and witt encreafed daye by daye. 
At home, wee take our eafe, and beak our felues in reft: 
The feelds our nature doo refrefh with pleafures of the beft. 
On feas, is gayn to gett: the ftraunger, hee shall bee 
Efteemed, hauing much: if not, none knoweth his lack, but 
hee. 
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A wife will trym thy houfe: no wife? then art thou free. 
Brood is a louely thing: without, thy life is loofe to thee. 
Yong bloods be ftrong: old fires in double honour dwell. 
Doo waye that choys, no life, or foon to dye: for all is well. 


Of lawes. 


WHEN princes lawes, wt reuerend right, do keep ye comons 
vnder 

As meek as labes, thei do their charge, & {catter not afunder. 

But if they raife their heades aloft, and lawe her brydle flake: 

Then, like a tyger fell, they fare, and luft for law they take. 

Where water dothe preuail, and fire, no mercy they expreffe: 

But yet the rage of that rude rout is much more mercileffe. 


Of frendfhip. 


OF all the heauenly gifts, that mortall men commend, 

What trufty treafure in the world can couteruail a frend ? 

Our helth is foon decayd: goodes, cafuall, light, and vain: 

Broke haue we feen the force of powr, and honour fuffer ftain. 

In bodies luft, man doth refemble but bafe brute: 

True vertue gets, and keeps a frend, good guide of our 
purfute : 

Whofe harty zeal with ours accords, in euery cafe: 

No terme of time, no fpace of place, no {torme can it deface. 

When fickle fortune fayls, this knot endureth ftill: 

Thy kin out of theire kinde may fwarue, when fréds owe 

thee good wil. 
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What fweeter folace fhall befall, than one to finde, 

Vpon whofe breft thou mayft repofe the fecrets of thy 
minde ? 

Hee wayleth at thy wo, his tears with thine be fhed: 

With thee dothe hee all ioyes enioye: fo leef a life is led. 

Behold thy frend, and of thy felf the pattern fee: 

One foull, a wonder fhall it feem, in bodies twain to bee. 

In abfence, prefent, riche in want, in fickeneffe fownd, 

Yea, after death aliue, mayft thou by thy fure frend be 
found. 

Ech houfe, ech towne, ech realm by ftedfaft loue dothe ftand: 

Where fowl debate breeds bitter bale, in eche diuided land. 

O frendfhip, flowr of flowrs: O liuely fprite of life, 

O facred bond of blisfull peace, the ftalworth ftaunch of 
{trife : 

Scipio with Lelius didft thou conioyn in care, 

At home, in warrs, for weal and wo, with egall faith to fare: 

Gefippus eke with Tite, Damon with Pythias, 

And with Menetus fonne Achill, by thee combined was. 

Euryalus, and Nifus gaue Virgil caufe to fing: 

Of Pylades doo many rymes, and of Oreftes ring. 

Down Thefeus went to hell, Pirith, his frend to finde: 

O yt the wiues, in thefe our dayes, were to their mates fo 
kinde. 

Cicero, the frendly man, to Atticus, his frend, 

Of frendfhip wrote: fuch couples lo dothe lott but feeldom 
lend. 

Recount thy race, now ronne: how few fhalt thou there fee, 

Of whome to faye: This fame is hee, that neuer fayled mee. 

So rare a iewel then muft nedes be holden dere: 

And as thou wilt efteem thyfelf, fo take thy chofen fere. 
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The tyrant, in difpayre, no lack of gold bewayls: 

But, Out I am vndoon (fayth hee) for all my frendfhip fayls. 

Wherfore fins nothing is more kindely for our kinde: 

Next wifdome, thus that teacheth vs, loue we the frendful 
minde. 


The Garden. 


THE iffue of great Joue, draw nere you, Mufes nine: 

Help vs to praife the blisfull plott of garden ground fo fine. 

The garden giues good food, and ayd for leaches cure: 

The garden, full of great delite, his mafter dothe allure. 

Sweet fallet herbs bee here, and herbes of euery kinde: 

The ruddy grapes, the feemly frutes bee here at hand to 
finde. 

Here pleafans wanteth not, to make a man full fayn: 

Here marueilous the mixture is of folace, and of gain. 

To water fondry feeds, the forow by the waye 

A ronning riuer, trilling downe with liquor, can conuay. 

Beholde, with liuely heew, fayr flowrs that fhyne fo bright: 

With riches, like the orient gems, they paynt the molde in 
fight. 

Beez, humming with foft found, (their murmur is fo fmall) 

Of blooms and bloffoms fuck the topps, on dewed leaues they 
fall. 

The creping vine holds down her own bedewed elms: 

And wadering out wt branches thick, reeds folded ouer- 
whelms. 

Trees {pred their couerts wyde, with fhadows frefh and gaye: 

Full well their branched bowz defend the feruent fonne 

awaye. 
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Birds chatter, and fome chirp, and fome fweet tunes doo 


yeeld: 
All mirthfull, wt their fongs fo blithe, they make both ayre, 
& feeld. 


The garden, it allures, it feeds, it glads the [prite: 

Fro heauy harts all doolfull dumps the garden chafeth quite. 

Stength it reftores to luns, drawes, and fulfils the fight : 

With chere reuiues the fenfes all, and maketh labour light. 

O, what delites to vs the garden ground dothe bring ? 

Seed, leaf, flowr, frute, herb, bee, and tree, & more, then 
I may fing. 


An epitaph of fir Tames 
Wilford knight. 


THE worthy Wilfords body, which alyue, 
Made both the Scot, and Frenchman fore adrad 
A body, fhapte of ftomake ftout to ftriue 

With forein fors : a corps, that coorage had 

So full of force, the like nowhere was ryfe: 
With hert, as free, as ere had gentle knight : 
Now here in graue (thus chaungeth ay, this lyfe) 
Refts, with vnreft to many a wofull wight. 

Of largeffe great, of manhod, of forecaft 

Can ech good Englith fouldiour bear record. 

Speak Launderfey, tell Muttrell maruails patt : 

Trye Muffelborough: prayfe Haddington thy lord, 
From thee that held both Scots, and frekes of Fraunce: 
Farewel, may England fay, hard is my chaunce. 
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An other, of the fame 
knightes death. 


FoR Wilford wept firft men, then ayr alfo, 

For Wilford felt the wayters wayfull wo. 

The men fo wept: that bookes, abrode which bee, 
Of moornyng meeters full a man may fee. 

So wayld the ayr: that clowds confumde, remaynd 
No dropes, but drouth the parched erth fuftaynd. 
So greeted floods: that, where ther rode before 

A fhip, a car may go fafe on the fhore. 

Left were nomo, but heauen, and erth, to make, 
Throughout the world, this greef his rigor take. 
But fins the heauen this Wilfords gofte dothe keep, 
And earth, his corps: faye mee, why fhold they weep? 


An epitaph of the ladye 
Margaret Lee. 


1555. 


MAN, by a woman lern, this life what we may call : 

Blod, fredfhip, beauty, youth, attire, welth, worfhip, helth & al 

Take not for thine: nor yet thy felf as thine beknow. 

For hauing thefe, with full great prayfe, this lady did but 
fhow 

Her felf vnto the world: and in prime yeres (bee ware) 

Sleeps doolfull fitter, who is wont for no refpect to fpare, 
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Alas, withdreew her hence: or rather foftly led : 

For with good will I dare well faye, her waye to him fhee 
{ped : 

Who claymed, that he bought: and took that erft hee gaue: 

More meet than any worldly wight, fuch heauenly gems to 
haue. 

Now wold fhee not return, in earth a queen to dwell. 

As fhee hathe doon to you, good frend, bid lady Lee, farewell. 


Vpon the tomb of A. W. 


MYRROUR of matrones, flowr of {pouflike loue, 
Of fayr brood frutefull norffe, poor peoples ftay, 
Neybours delite, true hert to him aboue, 

In yeelding worlds encreas took her decaye: 
Who printed liues yet in our hertes alway: 
Whole clofet of good thews, layd here a fpace, 
Shall fhortly with the foull in heauen haue place. 


Vpon the deceas of W. Ch, 


Now, blythe Thaley, thy feaftfull layes lay by: 
And to refound thefe doolfull tunes apply. 

Caufe of great greef the tyrant death imports: 
Whofe vgfoom idoll to my brayns reforts. 

A gracefull ymp, a flowr of youth, away 

Hath fhe bereft (alas) before his daye. 

Chambers, this lyfe to leaue, and thy dear mates, 
So foon doo thee conftrayn enuyous fates ? 


Saxe 


ee 
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Oh, with what wit, thofe maners, that good hert, 
Woorthy to lyue olde Neftors yeres thou wert. 
You wanted outward yies: and yet aryght 

In ftories, Poets, oratours had fight. 

Whatfo you herd, by liuely voyce, expretft, 

Was foon repofde within that mindefull breft. 
To mee more pleafant Plautus neuer was, 

Than thofe conceits, that from your mouth did paffe. 
Our ftudiemates great hope did hold alway, 

You wold be our fchooles ornament, one day. 

Your parents then, that thus haue you forgone, 

Your brethren eke muft make theyr heauy mone: 
Your louyng feres cannot theyr teares reftrayn : 

But I, before them all, haue caufe to playn: 

Who in pure loue was fo conioynd with thee, 

An other Grimald didft thou feem to bee. 

Ha lord, how oft wifht you, with all your hart, 

That vs no chaunce a fonder might depart? 

Happy were I, if this your prayer tooke place : 

Ay mee, that it dothe cruell death deface. 

Ah lord, how oft your fweet woords I repeat, 

And in my mynde your woonted lyfe retreat : 

O Chambers, O thy Grimalds mate mofte dere: 

Why hath fell fate tane thee, and left him here? 

But wherto thefe complaintes in vain make wee? 
Such woords in wyndes to wafte, what mooueth mee? 
Thou holdft the hauen of helth, with blisfull Joue: 
Through many waues, and feas, yet muft I roue. 
Not woorthy I, fo foon with thee to go: 

Mee ftyll my fates reteyn, bewrapt in wo. 

Liue, our companion once, now lyue for aye: 
Heauens ioyes enioy, whyle wee dye day by daye. 
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You, that of faith fo fure fignes here expreft, 
Do triumph now, nodout, among the bleft : 
Haue changed fea for porte, darkneffe for light, 
An inn for home, exile for countrey right, 
Trauail for reft, {traunge way for citie glad, 
Battail for peas, free raign for bondage bad. 
Thefe wretched erthly ftounds who can compare 
To heauenly feats, and thofe delites mofte rare? 
We frayl, you firm: we with great trouble toft, 
You bathe in bliffe, that neuer fhall be loft. 
Wherfore, Thaley, reneew thy feaftfull layes: 
Her doolfull tunes my chered Mufe now ftayes. 


Of N. Ch. 


WaY, Nicolas, why doeft thou make fuch hafte 
After thy brother? Why goeft thou fo? To tafte 
Of changed lyfe with hym the better ftate ? 
Better? yea beft of all, that thought can rate. 

Or, did the dreed of wretched world driue thee 
Lefte thou this afterfall fhould hap to fee: 
Mauortian moods, Saturnian furies fell, 

Of tragicall turmoyls the haynous hell ? 

O, whofe good thews in brief cannot be told, 

The hartieft mate, that euer trod the mold, 
If our farewell, that here liue in diftreffe, 
Auayl, farewell: the reft teares do fuppreffe. 
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A funerall fong, vpon the 
deceas of Annes his 
moother. 


VEA, and a good caufe why thus fhould I playn. 
For what is hee, can quietly fuftayn 

So great a grief, with mouth as ftyll, as ftone? 
My loue, my lyfe, of ioye my ieewell is gone. 
This harty zeale if any wight difprooue, 

As womans work, whom feeble minde doth mooue: 
Hee neither knowes the mighty natures laws, 
Nor touching elders deeds hath feen old faws. 
Martius, to vanquifh Rome, was fet on fire: 

But vanquifht fell, at moothers boon, his ire. 
Into Hefperian land Sertorius fled, 

Of parent aye cheef care had in his hed. 

Dear weight on fhoulders Sicil brethren bore, 
While Etnaes gyant fpouted flames full fore. 
Not more of Tyndars ymps hath Sparta f{poke, 
Than Arge of charged necks with parents yoke. 
Nor onely them thus dyd foretyme entreat: 
Then, was the noorffe alfo in honour great. 
Caiet the Phrygian from amid fireflame 
Refcued, who gaue to Latine ftronds the name. 
Acca, in dubble fenfe Lupa ycleaped, 

To Romane Calendars a feaft hath heaped. 

His Capra Joue among the fterres hath pight : 
In welkin clere yet lo fhe fhineth bryght. 
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Hyades as gratefully Lyai did place, 

Whom, in primetide, fupports the Bulls fayr face. 
And {fhould not I expreffe my inward wo, 

When you, moft louyng dam, fo foon hence go? 

I, in your frutefull woomb conceyued, born was, 
Whyle wanderyng moon ten moonths did ouerpaffe. 
Mee, brought to light, your tender arms fuftaynd : 
And, with my lips, your milky paps I ftraynd. 
You mee embraced, in bofom foft you mee 
Cherifhed, as I your onely chylde had bee. 

Of yffue fayr with noombers were you bleft : 

Yet I, the beftbeloued of all the reft. 

Good luck, certayn forereadyng moothers haue, 
And you of mee a fpeciall iudgement gaue. 

Then, when firm pafe I fixed on the ground: 
When toung gan ceafe to break the lifpyng found: 
You mee ftreightway did too the Mufes fend, 

Ne fuffered long a loytering lyfe to fpend. 

What gayn the wooll, what gayn the wed had braught, 
It was his meed, that me then dayly taught. 
When with Minerue I had acquaintance woon: 
And Phebus feemd to loue mee, as his foon: 
Browns hold I bad at parents heft, farewell : 

And gladly then in fchools I gan to dwell: 

Where Granta giues the ladies nyne fuch place, 
That they reioyfe to fee theyr blisfull cafe. 

With ioyes at hert in this pernaffe I bode, 


Whyle, through his fignes, fiue tymes great Titan glode : 


And twyfe as long, by that fayr foord, whereas 
Swanfeeder Temms no furder courfe can paffe. 

O what defire had you, therwhile of mee? 

Mid doutfull dreeds, what ioyes were wont to bee? 


: 
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Now linnen clothes, wrought with thofe fyngers fyne, 
Now other thynges of yours dyd you make myne: 

Tyll your laft thredes gan Clotho to vntwyne, 

And of your dayes the date extreem affygne. 

Hearyng the chaunce, your neybours made much mone: 
A dearworth dame, they thought theyr coomfort gone. 
Kins woomen wept: your charge, the maydens wept : 
Your daughters wept, whom you fo well had kept: 

But my good fyre gaue, with foft woords, releef: 

And clokes, with outward chere, his inward greef: 
Lefte, by his care, your ficknes fhould augment, 

And on his cafe your thoughtfull hert be bent. 

You, not forgetting yet a moothers mood, 

When at the dore dartthirling death there ftood, 

Did faye: Adeew, dear fpoufe, my race is roon: 

Wher fo he bee, I haue left you a foon, 

And Nicolas you naamd, and naamd agayn : 

With other fpeech, afpiring heauenly raign: 

When into ayre your fprite departed fled, 

And left the corps a cold in lukewarm bed. 

Ah, could you thus, deare mother, leaue vs all? 

Now, fhould you liue: that yet, before your fall, 

My fongs you might haue foong, haue heard my voyce, 
And in commodities of your own reioyce. 

My fifters yet vnwedded who fhall guide? 

With whofe good leffons fhall they bee applyed ? 
Haue, mother, monumentes of our fore fmart: 
No coftly tomb, areard with curious art: 

Nor Maufolean maffe, hoong in the ayre : 
Nor loftie fteeples, that will once appayre: 
But waylful verfe, and doolfull fong accept. 
By verfe, the names of auncient peres be kept: 
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By verfe, liues Hercules: by verfe, Achil : 
Heétor, Ene, by verfe, be famous ftill. 

Such former yeres, fuch death hath chaticed thee: 
Clofde, with good end, good life is woont to bee. 
But now, my facred parent, fare you well: 

God fhall caufe vs agayn togither dwell, 

What time this vniuerfall globe fhall hear 

Of the laft troomp the rynging voyce: great fear 
To foom, to fuch as you a heauenly chear. 

Til then repofde reft you in gentle fleep : 

While hee, whom to you are bequeathd, you keep. 


Vpon the death of the lord Mautra- 
uers, out of doctor Haddons 
latine. 


THE noble Henry, he, that was the lord Mautrauers named: 
Heyr to the houfe of thArundels, fo long a time now famed: 
Who from Fitzalens doth recount difcent of worthy race, 
Fitzalens, earls of hye eftate, men of a goodly grace: 
Whom his renowmed father had feen florifh, and excell, 
In arms, in arts, in witt, in fkill in fpeaking wonders well: 
Whofe yeres, to timely vertue had, and manly graueneffe 
caught : 
With foden ruine is downfalln, and into afhes braught : 
While glory his coragious hert enflames to trauail great : 
And, in his youthly breft ther raigns an ouerferuent heat. 
The pereleffe princeffe, Mary quene, her meffage to prefent, 
This Britan lord, as one mofte meet, to Cefars broother fent. 
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On courfing fteeds hee rids the waye: in fhip hee fleeteth 
faft : 

To royall Cefars court he comes, the payns, and perils paft: 

His charge enioynd perfourmeth hee, attaind exceeding 
prayfe : 

His name, and fame fo fully fpred, it dures for afterdayes. 

But lo, a feruent feeuer doth, amid his triumphs fall: 

And, with hertgripyng greef, confumes his tender lyms 
and all. 

O rufull youth, thy helth toofar forgot, and toomuch heed 

To countrie and too parent yeuen: why makeft thou fuch 
{peed ? 

O, ftaye your felf: your country fo to ferue dothe right 
require, 

That often ferue you may: and then, at length, fucceed your 
fire. 

But thee purchaunce it likes, thy life the price of praife to 
paye, 

Nor deth doeft dreed, where honor fhines, as bright, as fonny 
day. 

Certeffe no greater glory could, than this, to thee betide: 

Though Joue, fix hundred yeres, had made thy fatall thread 
abide. 

Of iourneys, and of trauails huge the caufe thy country was: 

Thy funerall to honour, forth great Cefars court gan paffe. 

And, thus, O thus (good lord) this ymp, of heué moft worthy 
wight 

His happy life with blisfull death concluded hath aright: 

When, in fourt yere, quene Maries raign proceeded: & what 
day, 

Was laft of Julie moneth, the fame his laft took him awaye. 
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From yeres twife ten if you in count wil but one yere abate: 

The very age then fhall you finde of lord Mautrauers fate. 

Likewife, was Titus Cefar hence withdrawn, in his prime 
yeres : 

Likewife, the yong prince Edward went: and diuers other 
peres. 

Father, forbear thy wofull teares, ceafe, England, too lament: 

Fates fauour none, the enmie death to all alike is bent. 

The onely mean, that now remains, with eloquence full fine, 

Hath Shelley vfed, in fetting forth this barons name diuine. 

Your Haddon eke, who erft in your life time, bore you good 
hart, 

Prefenteth you this monument, of woonted zeal fome part. 

And now farewell: of Englifh youth moft chofen gem, 
farewell : 

A worthyer wight, faue Edward, did in England neuer dwell. 


Vpon the fayd lord Mautra- 
uers death. 


MEE thought, of late when lord Mautrauers dyed, 
Our common weal, thus, by her felf fhee cryed: 
Oft haue I wept for mine, fo layd a fleep, 

Yet neuer had I iufter caufe to weep. 


The death of Zoroas, an Egiptian Aftronomer, 
in the firft fight, that Alexander 
had with the Perfrans. 


Now clattering arms, now ragyng broyls of warr 
Gan paffe the noyes of taratantars clang : 
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Shrowded with fhafts, the heuen: with clowd of darts, 
Couered, the ayre: againft fulfatted bulls, 

As forceth kindled ire the Lions keen : 

Whofe greedy gutts the gnawing hoonger pricks: 

So Macedoins againft the Perfians fare. 

Now corpfes hide the purpurde foyl with blood: 
Large flaughter, on ech fide: but Perfes more 

Moyft feelds bebledd: their herts, and noombers bate. 
Fainted while they giue back, and fall to flight: 

The lightning Macedon, by fwoords, by gleaus, 

By bands, and trowps, of fotemen with his garde, 
Speeds to Darie: but him, his neareft kyn, 

Oxate preferues, with horfemen on a plump 

Before his carr: that none the charge could giue. 
Here grunts, here grones, echwhere {trong youth is fpent : 
Shaking her bloody hands, Bellone, among 

The Perfes, foweth all kindes of cruel death. 

With throte ycutt, hee roores: hee lyeth along, 

His entrails with a launce through girded quite: 

Him down the club, him beats farftryking bowe, 

And him the flyng, and him the fhinand fwoord : 

Hee dieth, hee is all dedd, hee pants, hee retfts. 

Right ouer {tood, in fnowwhite armour braue, 

The Memphite, Zoroas, a cooning clerk: 

To whom the heauen lay open, as his book: 

And in celeftiall bodyes hee could tell 

The moouyng, meetyng, light, afpect, eclyps, 

And influence, and conftellations all: 

What earthly chaunces wold betide: what yere 

Of plenty ftorde, what figne forwarned derth: 
How winter gendreth fnow: what temperature 
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In the primetide dothe feafon well the foy]: 
Why foomer burns: why autum hath ripe grapes: 
Whether the circle, quadrate may becoom: 
Whether our tunes heauens harmony can yeeld : 
Of fowr begynns, among them felues how great 
Proportion is: what fwaye the erring lightes 
Dothe fend in courfe gayn that firft moouing heauen : 
What grees, one from an other diftant bee: 

What fterr dothe lett the hurtfull fire to rage, 

Or him more mylde what oppofition makes : 
What fire dothe qualifie Mauorfes fire: 

What houfe echone doth feek: what planet raigns 
Within this hemifphere, or that: fmall things 

I fpeak: holi heauen hee clofeth in his breft. 

This fage then, in the ftarrs had fpied: the fates 
Threatned him death, without delaye, and fithe 
Hee faw, hee could not fatall order change: 
Forward hee preaft, in battayl that hee might 
Meet with the ruler of the Macedoins : 

Of his right hand defirous to be flayn, 

The boldeft beurn, and worthieft in the feeld : 
And, as a wight now weary of his life, 

And feeking death: in firft front of his rage, 
Cooms defperatly to Alifanders face: 

At him, with darts, one after other, throwes : 
With reckles woords, and clamour him prouokes : 
And fayth, Nectanabs baftard, fhameful ftain 
Of mothers bed: why lofeft thou thy ftrokes, 
Cowards among? Turn thee to mee, in cafe 
Manhod ther bee fo much left in thy hert: 
Coom fight with mee: that on my helmet wear 
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Apolloes laurel, bothe for learnings laude, 

And eke for Martiall prayfe: that, in my fhield, 
The feuenfold fophie of Minerue contein : 

A match, more meet, fir king, than any here. 
The noble prince amoued, takes ruthe vpon 

The wilfull wight: and, with foft woords, ayen, 
O monftrous man (quod he) whatfo thou art, 

I praye thee, lyue: ne do not, with thy death, 
This lodge of lore, the Mufes manfion marr. 
That treafure houfe this hand fhall neuer fpoyl: 
My fwoord fhall neuer bruze that fkylfull brayn, 
Longgathered heapes of fcience foon to fpyli. 

O, how faire frutes may you to mortall men 
From wifdoms garden, giue? How many may, 
By you, the wyfer, and the better proue ? 

What error, what mad moode, what phrenzey thee 
Perfuades to bee downfent to deep Auern: 
Where no artes florifh, nor no knowledge vails ? 
For all thefe fawes, when thus the fouerain fayde, 
Alighted Zoroas: with fwoord vnfheathed, 

The careleffe king there fmote, aboue the greaue, 
At thopening of his quifhes:. wounded him 

So, that the blood down reyled on the ground. 
The Macedon, perceyuing hurt, gan gnafh: 

But yet his minde he bent, in any wyfe, 

Hym to forbear: fet fpurrs vnto his fteed, 

And turnd away: lefte anger of the fmart 
Should caufe reuenger hand deal balefull blowes. 
But of the Macedonian chieftanes knights 

One, Meleager, could not bear this fight : 

But ran vpon the fayd Egyptian reuk : 
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And cut him in both kneez: hee fell to ground : 
Wherwith a hole route came of fouldiours ftern, 
And all in peeces hewed the filly feg. 

But happyly the foll fled to the fterres : 

Where, vnder him, he hath full fight of all, 
Wherat hee gazed here, with reaching looke. 
The Perfians wayld fuch fapience to forgo: 
The very fone, the Macedonians witht, 

Hee wold haue lyued: kyng Alifander felf 
Deemd him a man, vnmeet to dye at all: 

Who woon lyke prayfe, for conqueft of his ire, 
As for ftout men in feeld that daye fubdeewd : 
Who princes taught, how to difcern a man, 
That in his hed fo rare a iewell beares. 

But ouer all, thofe fame Camenes, thofe fame 
Diuine Camenes, whofe honour he procurde, 
As tender parent dothe his daughters weal : 
Lamented : and, for thanks, all that they can, 
Do cherifh him deceaft, and fet hym free 

From derk obliuion of deuouryng death. 


Marcus Tullius Ciceroes death. 


THERFORE, when reftleffe rage of wynde, and waue 


Hee faw: By fates, alas calld for (quod hee) 
Is hapleffe Cicero: fayle on, fhape courfe 

To the next fhore, and bryng me to my death. 
Perdie thefe thanks, refkued from ciuil fwoord, 
Wilt thou, my countrey, paye? I fee mine end: 
So powrs diuine, fo bid the gods aboue, 
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In citie faued that Conful Marcus fhend. 
Spekyng no more, but drawyng from deep hert 
Great grones, euen at the name of Room rehertt: 
His yies, and cheeks, with fhowrs of teares, hee wafht. 
And (though a route in dayly daungers worn) 
With forced face, the {fhipmen held theyr teares: 
And, ftriuyng long the feas rough floods to paffe, 
In angry wyndes, and ftormy ftowrs made waye: 
And at the laft, fafe anchord in the rode 

Came heauy Cicero a land: with payn, 

His faynted lyms the aged fire dothe draw: 

And, round about their mafter, ftood his band: 
Nor greatly with theyr own hard hap difmayd, 
Nor plighted fayth, prone in fharp time to break : 
Soom fwoords prepare: foom theyr deare lord affift 
In littour layd, they lead hym vnkouth wayes : 

If fo deceaue Antonius cruell gleaus 

They might, and threats of folowing routs efcape. 
Thus lo, that Tullie, went, that Tullius, 

Of royall robe, and facred Senate prince: 

When hee afar the men approche efpyeth, 

And of his fone the enfignes dothe aknow: 

And, with drawn fwoord, Popilius threatnyng death: 
Whofe life, and holl eftate, in hazard once, 

Hee had preferud: when Room as yet to free 
Herd hym, and at his thundryng voyce amazde. 
Herennius eek, more eyger than the reft, 

Prefent enflamde with furie, him purfeews. 

What might hee doo? Should hee vfe in defenfe 
Difarmed hands? or pardon afk, for meed ? 
Should hee with woords attempt to turn the wrath 
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Of tharmed knyght, whofe fafegard hee had wrought ? 
No, age, forbids, and fixt within deep breft 

His countreys loue, and falling Rooms image. 

The charret turn, fayth hee, let loofe the rayns: 
Roon to the vndeferued death: mee, lo, 

Hath Phebus fowl, as meffanger, forwarnd : 

And Joue defires a neew heauenfman to make, 
Brutus, and Caffius foulls, liue you in bliffe: 

In cafe yet all the fates gaynftriue vs not, 

Neyther fhall wee perchaunce dye vnrevenged. 
Now haue I liued, O Room, ynough for mee: 

My paffed lyfe nought fuffreth mee to dout 
Noyfom obliuion of the lothefom death. 

Slea mee: yet all thofspring to coom fhall knowe 
And this deceas fhall bring eternall lyfe. 

Wearand, (onlefie I fayland all in vain 

Room, I foomtyme thy Augur chofen was) 

Not euermore thall frendly fortune thee 

Fauour, Antonius: once the day fhall coom: 

When her deare wights, by cruell fpight, thus flayn, 
Victorious Room fhall at thy hands require. 

Mee likes, therwhyle, go fee the hoped heauen. 
Speech had he left: and therwith hee, good man, 
His throte preparde, and held his hed vnmoued. 
His haftyng too thofe fates the very knights 

Be lothe to fee: and, rage rebated, when 

They his bare neck beheld, and his hore heyres: 
Scant could they hold the teares, that forth gan burft : 
And almoft fell from bloody hands the fwoords. 
Onely the ftern Herennius, with grym look. 
Daftards, why ftand you ftyll: he fayth: and ftreight, 
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Swaps of the hed, with his prefumptuous yron. 
Ne with that flaughter yet is hee not fild: 

Fowl fhame on fhame to heap, is his delyte. 
Wherfore the hands alfo doth hee of fmyte, 
Which durft Antonius life fo liuely paynt. 

Him, yeldyng ftrayned gofte from welkin hye, 
With lothly chere, lord Phebus gan behold: 
And in black clowd, they faye, long hid his hed, 
The latine Mufes and the Grayes, they wept: 
And, for his fall, eternaliy fhall weep. 

And lo, hertperfyng Pitho (ftraunge to tell) 
Who had to him fuffilde bothe fenfe and woords, 
When fo he fpake: and dreft, with nectar foote, 
That flowyng toung ¢ when his wyndpype difclofde, 
Fled with her fleeyng frend: and (out alas) 
Hath left the erth, ne wil nomore return. 
Popilius flyeth, therwhyle: and, leauyng there 
The fenfleffe ftock, a gryzely fight doth bear 
Vnto Antonius boord, with mifchief fed. 


Of Vie ee Gia. 


For Tullie late, a toomb I gan prepare: 
When Cynthie, thus, bad mee my labour fpare : 
Such maner things becoom the ded, quoth hee: 
But Tullie liues, and ftyll alyue fhall bee. 


Nes 


NCEP TATIN CU CTOGAS: 


The complaint of a louer 
with fute to his loue 
for pitye. 


lr euer wofull man might moue your hartes to ruthe, 
Good ladies here his woful plaint, whofe deth fhall try his 
truth 
And rightfull iudges be on this his true report : 
If he deferue a louers name among the faithfull fort. 
Fiue hundred times the fonne hath lodged him in the 
Wiett: 
Since in my hart I harbred firft of all the goodlyeft gett. 
Whofe worthineffe to fhew my wittes are all to faint. 
And I lack cunnyng of the fcoles in colours her to paynt. 
But this I briefly fay in wordes of egall weight. 
So void of vice was neuer none, nor with fuch vertues freyght. 
And for her beauties prayfe, no wight, that with her warres. 
For, where fhe comes, fhe fhewes her felf as fonne amog 
ye ftarres. 
But Lord, thou waft to blame, to frame fuch parfiteneffe: 
And puttes no pitie in her hart, my forowes to redreffe. 
For yf ye knew the paynes, and panges, that I haue patft: 
I wonder would it be to you, how that my life hath laft. 
Z 
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When all the Goddes agreed, that Cupide with his bow 
Should fhote his arrowes fro her eies, on me his might to 
fhow 
I knew it was in vain my force to truft vpon: 
And well I wift, it was no fhame, to yelde to fuch a one. 
Then did I me fubmit with humble hart, and minde, 
To be her man for euermore: as by the Goddes affinde. 
And fince that day, no wo, wherwith loue might torment, 
Could moue me fro this faithfull band: or make me once 
repent, 
Yet haue I felt full oft the hotteft of his fire: 
The bitter teares, the fcalding fighes, the burning hote 
defyre. 
And with a fodain fight the trembling of the hart: 
And how the blood doth come, and go, to fuccour euery 
part. 
When that a pleafant loke hath lift me in the ayer: 

A. frowne hath made me fall as faft into a depe defpayer. 
And when that I, er this, my tale could well by hart: 
And that my tong had learned it, fo that no worde might 

{tart : 
The fight of her hath fet my wittes in fuch a ftay: 

That to be lord of all the world, one word I could not fay. 
And many a fodayn cramp my hart hath pinched fo: 
That for the time my fenfes all felt neither weale, nor wo. 
Yet faw I neuer thing, that might my minde content : 

But wifht it hers, and at her will, if fhe could fo confent. 
Nor neuer heard of wo: that did her will difpleafe: 

But wifht the fame vnto my felf, fo it might do her eafe. 
Nor neuer thought that fayre, nor neuer liked face : 

Vnileffe it did refemble her, or fome part of her grace. 
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No diftance yet of place could vs fo farre deuide : 
But that my hert, and my good will did ftill with her abide. 
Nor yet it neuer lay in any fortunes powre, 
To put, that fwete out of my thought, one minute of an houre. 
No rage of drenching fea, nor woodeneffe of the winde, 
Nor cannos wt their thundryng cracks could put her fro 
my minde. 
For when bothe fea and land afunder had vs fet: 
My hole delite was onely then, my felf alone to get. 
And thitherward to loke, as nere as I could geffe: 
When as I thought, that fhee was then, yt might my wo 
redreffe, 
Full oft it did me good, that waies to take my winde : 
So pleafant ayre in no place els, me thought I could not finde. 
I faying to my felf, my life is yonder waye: 
And by the winde I haue here fent, a thoufand fighes a daye. 
And fayd vnto the funne, great gifts are geuen thee: 
For thou mayft fee mine earthly bliffe, where euer that fhe 
bee. 
Thou feeft in euery place, wold God I had thy might : 
And I the ruler of my felf, then fhould fhe know no night. 
And thus from with to wifhe my wits have been at ftrife: 
And wantyng all that I haue wifht, thus haue I led my life. 
But long it can not laft, that in fuch wo remaines. 
No force for that: for death is fwete to him, that feles fuch 
paines. 

Yet moft of all me greues: when I am in my graue, 
That the fhall purchafe by my death a cruell name to haue. 
Wherfore all you that heare this plaint, or fhall it fee: 
With, that it may fo perce her hert, that fhe may pitie mee. 

For and it were her will : for bothe it were the bett, 
To faue my life, to kepe her name, and fet my hert at reft. 
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Of the death of mafler Deucrox 
the lord Ferres fonne. 


WHO iuftly may reioyce in ought vnder the fkye? 

As life, or lands: as frends, or frutes: which only liue to dye: 

Or who dothe not well know all worldly works are vaine? 

And geueth nought but to the lendes, to take the fameagaine. 

For though it lift fome vp, as wee long vpward all: 

Such is the fort of flipper welth : all things do rife to fall. 

Thuncertentie is fuch: experience teacheth iam 

That what things men do couet moft, them foneft they forgo. 

Lo Deuerox where he lieth: whofe life men heeld fo deare 

That now his death is forowed fo, that pitie it is to heare. 

His birth of auncient blood: his parents of great fame: 

And yet in vertue farre before the formoft of the fame. 

His king, and countrye bothe he ferued to fo great gaine: 

That with the Brutes record doth reft, and euer fhall remaine. 

No man in warre fo mete, an enterprife to take: 

No man in peace that pleafurd more of enmies frends to 
make. 

A Cato for his counfell: his head was furely fuch. 

Ne Thefeus frenfhip was fo great, but Deuorox was as much. 

A graffe of fo fmall grothe fo much good frute to bring : 

Is feldome heard, or neuer fene: it is fo rare a thing. 

A man fent vs from God, his life did well declare: 

And now fent for by God again, to teach vs what we are. 

Death, and the graue, that fhall accompany all that liue, 

Hath brought hi heue, though foewhat fone, which life 
could neuer geue. 

God graunt well all, that fhall profefs as he profeft : 

To liue fo well, to dye no worfe : and fend his foule good reft. 
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They of the meane eftate are 
happre/t. 


IF right be rackt, and ouerronne: 
And power take part with open wrong : 
If fear by force do yelde to foone, 
The lack is like to laft to long. 
If God for goodes shalbe vnplaced : 
If right for riches lofe his fhape: 
If world for wifdome be embraced : 
The Geffe is great, much hurt may happe. 
Among good things, I proue and finde, 
The quiet life dothe moft abound: 
And fure to the contented minde 
There is no riches may be found. 
For riches hates to be content: 
Rule is enmy to quietneffe. 
Power is moft part impacient : 
And feldom likes to liue in peafe. 
I hard a herdman once compare: 
That quiet nightes he had mo flept : 
And had mo mery daies to fpare: 
Then he, which ought the beatftes, he kept. 
I would not haue it thought hereby 
The dolphin fwimme I meane to teach: 
Nor yet to learne the Fawcon flie: 
I rowe not fo farre paft my reache. 
But as my part aboue the reft, 
Is well to wifh and well to will: 
So till my breath fhall fail my brett, 
I will not ceaffe to wifh you ftyll. 
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Comparifon of lyfe 
and death. 


THE lyfe is long, that lothfumly doth laft: 
The dolefull dayes draw flowly to theyr date: 
The prefent panges, and paynfull plages forepaft 
Yelde griefe aye grene to ftablith this eftate. 
So that I fele, in this great ftorme, and ftrife, 
The death is fwete that endeth fuch a life. 
Yet by the ftroke of this ftrange ouerthrow, 
At which conflict in thraldom I was thruft: 
The Lord be prayfed: I am well taught to know, 
From whence man came, and eke whereto he muft : 
And by the way vpon how feble force 
His term doth ftand, till death doth end his courfe. 
The pleafant yeres that feme, to fwifte that runne : 
The mery dayes to end, fo faft that flete: 
The ioyfull nightes, of which day daweth fo foone : 
The happy howers, which mo do miffe, then mete, 
Doe all confume: as fnow againft the funne: 
And death makes end of all, that life begunne. 
Since death fhall dure, tyll all the world be waft. 
What meaneth man to drede death then fo fore? 
As man might make, that life fhould alway laft. 
Without regard, the lord hath led before 
The daunce of death, which all moft runne or row: 
Though how, or when, the lord alone doth know. 
If man would minde, what burdens life doth bring: 
What greuous crimes to god he doth commit: 
What plages, what panges, what perilles therby fpring: 
With no fure hower in all his dayes to fit: 
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He would fure think, as with great caufe I do: 
The day of death were better of the two. 
Death is a port, wherby we paffe to ioy, 
Life is a lake, that drowneth all in pain. 
Death is fo dere, it ceafeth all annoy. 
Life is fo leude, that all it yeldes is vayn. 
And as by life to bondage man is braught : 
Fuen fo likewife by death was fredome wrought. 
Wherfore with Paul let all men with, and pray 
To be diffolude of this foule flefhy maffe: 
Or at the leaft be armed againft the day: 
That they be found good fouldiers, preft to paffe 
From life to death: from death to life agayn 
To fuch a life, as euer fhall remain. 


The tale of Pigmalion with 
conclufion vpon the beau- 
tye of his loue. 


IN Grece fomtime there dwelt a man of worthy fame: 
To graue in ftone his connyng was: Pygmalid was his 
name. 
To make his fame endure, when death had him bereft : 
He thought it good, of his owne hand fome filed work were 
oft: 
In fecrete ftudie then fuch work he gan deuife, 
As might his conning beft commend, and pleafe the lokers 
eyes: 
A courfer faire he thought to graue, barbd for the field: 
And on his back a femely knight, well armd with fpeare 
and fhield : 


ntti jo ' = ee ae = 
Spe, rs Sas <a 
ae ee He a wre 
a. Bu see 


od eae AN cb 
\ Se 
Oi. 


pir 
s 


ple ke vag ree 
yw a ge 
— ee 


aoe 
we 


nah 


yy s* 
el M 
8 


L72 Poems by Vucertain Auctours. 


Orels fome foule, or fifh to graue he did deuife : 
And ftill, within his wandering thoughtes, new fanfies did 
aryfe. 
Thus varyed he in mynde, what enterprife to take: 
Till fanfy moued his learned hand a woman fayre to make. 
Whereon he ftayde, and thought fuch parfite fourm to 
frame : 
Whereby he might amaze all Greece, and winne immortall 
name. 
Of yuorie white he made fo faire a woman than: 
That nature fcornd her perfitneffe fo taught by craft of man. 
Welfhaped were her lyms, full cumly was her face: 
Eche litle vayn moft liuely coucht, eche part had femely 
grace. 
Twixt nature & Pygmalion, there might appeare great 
iiiyiee 
So femely was this ymage wrought, it lackt nothyng but life. 
His curious eye beheld his own deuifed work: 
And, gafyng oft thereon, he found much venome there to 
lurke. 
For all the featurde fhape fo dyd his fanfie moue: 
That, with his idoll, whom he made, Pygmalion fell in loue. 
To whom he honour gaue, and deckt with garlandes fwete. 
And did adourn with iewels riche, as is for louers mete. 
Somtimes on it he fawnd: fometime in rage would crye: 
It was a wonder to beholde, how fanfy bleard his eye. 
Since that this ymage dum enflamde fo wyfe a man: 
My dere, alas fince I you loue, what wonder is it than? 
In whom hath nature fet the glory of her name: 
And brake her mould, in great difpayre, your like fhe could 
not frame. 
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Lhe louer fheweth his wofull 
fiate, and prayeth 
pitye. 


LYKE as the lark within the marlians foote 
With piteous tunes doth chirp her yelden lay : 
So fyng I now, feyng none other boote, 

My renderyng fong, and to your wyll obey. 
Your vertue mountes aboue my force fo hye. 
And with your beautie feafed I am fo fure: 
That there auails refiftance none in me, 

But paciently your pleafure to endure 

For on your wyll my fanfy fhall attend: 

My lyfe, my death, I put both in your choyce : 
And rather had this life by you to end, 
Than lyue, by other alwayes to reioyce, 
And if your crueltie doe thirft my blood, 
Then let it forth, if it may doe you good. 


Vpon confideracion of the fiat 
this lyfe he wifheth death. 


THE lenger lyfe, the more offence: 
The more offence, the greater payn: 
The greater payn, the leffe defence : 
The leffe defence, the leffer gayn. 

The loffe of gayn long yll doth trye : 
Wherefore come death, and let me dye. 
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The fhorter life, leffe count I fynde: 
The leffe account, the fooner made: 
The count foon made, the meryer minde: 
The mery minde doth thought euade. 
Short lyfe in truth this thing doth trye: 
Wherefore come death, and lepmedy = 

Come gentle death, the ebbe of care, 
The ebbe ‘of care, the flood ai tyie 
The flood of lyfe, the ioyfull fare, 

The toyfull fare, the end oritriie 
The end of ftrife, that thing wifhe I: 
Wherefore come death, and let me dye, 


The louer that once aifdained loue 
7s now become fubtect beyng 
caught in his fnare. 


To this my fong geue eare, who lift: 
And mine intent iudge, as you wyll : 
The time is cume, that I haue mitt, 
The thyng, wheron I hoped ftyll, 

And from the top of all my truft, 
Myfhap hath throwen me in the duft. 

The time hath been, and that of late: 
My hart and I might leape at large. 
And was not fhut within the gate 
Of loues defyre: nor toke no charge 
Of any thyng, that dyd pertain 
As touching loue in any payn. 
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My thought was free, my hart was light : 
I marked not, who loft, who faught. 
I playde by day, I flept by night. 
I forced not, who wept, who laught. 
My thought from all fuch thinges was free: 
And I my felf at libertee. 
I toke no hede to tauntes, nor toyes : 
As leefe to fee them frowne as {mile: 
Where fortune laught I fcorned their ioyes: 
I found their fraudes and euery wile. 
And to my felf oft times I fmiled : 
To fee, how loue had them begiled. 
Thus in the net of my conceit 
I mafked ftyll among the fort 
Of fuch as fed vpon the bayt, 
That Cupide laide for his difport. 
And euer as I faw them caught : 
I them beheld, and therat laught. 
Till at the length when Cupide {pied 
My fcornefull will and fpitefull vfe 
And how I paft not who was tied. 
So that my felf might {till liue lofe: 
He fet himfelf to lye in wait: 
And in my way he threw a bait. 
Such one, as nature neuer made, 
I dare well fay faue fhe alone. 
Such one fhe was as would inuade 
A hart, more hard then marble {tone. 
Such one she is, I know, it right, 
Her nature made to shew her might. 
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Then as a man euen in a maze, 

When vfe of reafon is away : 

So I began to ftare, and gaze. 

And fodeinly, without delay, 

Or euer I had the wit to loke: 

I fwalowed vp both bayt, and hoke. 

Which daily greues me more and more 
By fondry fortes of carefull wo: 
And none aliue may falue the fore, 
But onely she, that hurt me fo. 

In whom my life doth now confift, 
To faue or flay me as she lift. 

But feing now that I am caught, 
And bounde fo faft, I cannot flee: 
Be ye by mine enfample taught, 
That in your fancies fele you free. 
Defpife not them, that louers are: 
Left you be caught within his fnare. 


Of Fortune, and Fame. . 


THE plage is great, where fortune frownes : 
One mifchief bringes a thoufand woes 
Where trumpets geue their warlike fownes : 
The weake fuftain sharp ouerthrowes. 

No better life they taite, and felez 

That fubiect are to fortunes whele. 

Her happy chance may laft no time: 
Her pleafure threatneth paines to come. 
She is the fall of thofe, that clime: 

And yet her whele auanceth fome. 
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No force, where that she hates, or loues: 
Her ficle minde fo oft remoues. 

She geues no gift, but craues as faft. 
She foone repentes a thankful dede. 
She-turneth after every? blatt. 

She helpes them oft, that haue no nede. 
Where power dwelles, and riches reft : 
Falfe fortune is a common geft. 

Yet fome affirm, and proue by fkyll: 

Fortune is not as fleyng Fame, 

She neither can do good, nor yll. 

She hath no fourme, yet beares a name. 

Then we but ftriue agaynft the {treames, 

To frame fuch toyes on fancies dreames. 
If she haue shape, or name alone: 

If she do rule, or beare no {way : 

If she haue bodie, lief, or none: 

Be she a fprite I cannot fay. 

But well I wot, fome caufe there is: 

That caufeth wo, and fendeth bliffe. 

The caufe of thinges I will not blame: 
Left I offend the prince of peas. 

But I may chide, and braule with Fame: 
To make her crye, and neuer ceafe. 
To blow the trump within her eares: 
That may apeafe my wofull teares. 


Avainft wicked tonges. 
Oo oO 


O EUYLL tonges, which clap at euery winde: 


Ye flea the quick, and eke the dead defame : 


Thofe that liue well, fom faute in them ye fynde. 
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Ye take no thought, in flaundring theyr good name. 
Ye put iuft men oft times to open shame. 
Ye ryng fo loude, ye found vnto the fkyes: 
And yet in proofe ye fowe nothyng, but lyes. 
Ye make great warre, where peace hath been of long, 
Ye bring rich realmes to ruine, and decay. 
Ye pluck down right: ye doe enhaunce the wrong. 
Ye turne fwete myrth to wo, and welaway 
Of mifchiefes all ye are the grounde, I fay. 
Happy is he, that liues on fuch a fort: 
That nedes not feare fuch tonges of falfe report. 


Not to truft to much but beware 
by others calamtttes. 


To walke on doubtfull ground, where danger is vnfeen 

Doth double men that careleffe be in depe difpaire ] wene, 

For as the blynde dothe feare, what footing he shall 
fynde: 

So doth the wife before he fpeak, miftruft the ftrangers 
mynde. 

For he that blontly runnes, may light among the breers, 

And fo be put vnto his plunge where danger leaft apperes: 

The bird that felly foole, doth warn vs to beware, 

Who lighteth not on euery bushe, he dreadeth fo the fnare. 

The moufe that shonnes the trap, doth shew what harme 
doth ly: 

Within the fwete betraying bait, that oft deceiues the eye. 

The fish auoides the hoke, though hunger byds him bite, 

And houereth ftill about the worme, whereon is his delyt 
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Yf birdes and beaftes can fee, where their vndoyng lies: 

How should a mifchief fcape our heades, yt haue both wit 
and eyes. 

What madneffe may be more, then plow the barreyn 
feeld: 

Or any frutefull wordes to fow, to eares that are vnwyld. 

They here and than miflyke, they like and than they lothe, 

Thei hate, thei loue, thei f{korn, thei praife, yea fure thei ca 


do both. 

We fee what falles they haue, that clyme on trees vn- 
knowne : 

As they that trufte to rotten bowes, muft nedes be ouer- 
throwne. 


A fmart in filence kept, doth eafe the hart much more, 
Than for to plain where is no falue, for to recure the fore. 
Wherfore my grief I hide, within a holow hart: 

Vntill the fmoke thereof be f{pied, by flaming of the {mart. 


F[ell tormenteth not the damned 
ghofies fo fore as vnkindneffe 


the louer. 


THE reftleffe rage of depe deuouryng hell, 

The blafing brandes, that neuer do confume 

The roryng route, in Plutoes den that dwell: 

The fiery breath, that from thofe ymps doth fume: 
The dropfy dryeth, that Tantale in the flood 
Endureth aye, all hopeleffe of relief: 

He honger fteruen, where frute is ready food : 

So wretchedly his foule doth fuffer grief: 
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The liuer gnawne of gylefull Prometheus, 

Which vultures fell with ftrayned talant tyre: 

The labour loft of wearyed Sifiphus : 

Thefe hellish houndes, with paines of quenchleffe fyre, 
Can not fo fore the filly foules torment, 

As her vntruth my hart hath alltorent. 


Of the mutabitlitie of 
the world. 


By fortune as I lay in bed, my fortune was to fynde 

Such fafies, as my carefull thought had brought into my 
minde 

And when eche one was gone to reft, full foft in bed to lye: 

I would haue flept: but then the watch did folow ftill myne 
eye: 

And fodeinly I faw a fea of wofull forowes preft : 

Whofe wicked wayes of fharp repulfe bred mine vnquiet reft. 

I faw this world: and how it went, eche ftate in his degree: 

And that from wealth yegraunted is, both lyfe, and libertee. 

I faw, how enuy it did rayne, and beare the greateft price: 

Yet greater poyfon is not found within the Cockatrice. 

I faw alfo, how that difdayne oft times to forge my wo, 

Gaue me the cup of bitter fwete, to pledge my mortall fo. 

I faw alfo, how that defire to reft no place could finde 

But ftyll conftrainde in endleffe pain to folow natures 
kynde. 

I faw alfo moft ftraunge of all how nature did forfake 

The blood, that in her womb was wrought: as dothe 

ye lothed fnake. 
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I faw, how fanfy would retayn no lenger then her lutt: 

And as the winde how fhe doth change: and is not for to 
truft. 

I faw, how ftedfaftneffe did fly with winges of often change: 

A fleyng birde, but feldom feen, her nature is fo {trange. 

I faw, how pleafant times did paffe, as flowers doe in the 
Mede: 

To day that ryfeth red as rofe: to morow falleth ded. 

I faw, my tyme how it did runne, as fand out of the glaffe. 

Euen as eche hower appointed is from tyme, and tyde to 
paffe. 

I faw the yeares, that I had fpent, and loffe of all my gayn: 

And how the fport of youthfull playes my foly dyd retayn. 

I faw, how that the litle ant in fomer {till dothe runne 

To feke her foode, wherby to liue in winter for to come. 

I faw eke vertue, how fhe fat the threde of life to {pinne. 

Which fheweth the end’ of euery work, before it doth 
beginne. 

And when all thefe I thus beheld with many mo pardy : 

In me, me thought, eche one had wrought a parfite proparty. 

And then I faid vnto my felf: a leffon this fhalbe 

For other: that fhall after come, for to beware by me. 

Thus, all the night I did deuife, which way I might con- 
ftrayn. 

To fourme a plot, that wit might work thefe branches in my 

brain, 
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Harpelus complaynt of Phillidaes 
loue beftowed on Corin, who 
loued her not and denied 
him, that loued her. 


PHYLIDA was a fayer mayde, 
And frefh as any flowre: 
Whom Harpalus the herdman prayed 
To be his paramour. 

Harpalus and eke Corin 
Were herdmen both yfere : 
And Phillida could twift and {pin 
And therto fing full clere. 

But Phillida was all to coy 
For Harpalus to winne. 
For Corin was her onely ioye, 
Who forft her not a pynne. 

How often would fhe flowers twine 
How often garlandes make: 
Of Couflippes and of Colombine, 
And all for Corins fake. 

But Corin he had haukes to lure 
And forced more the field: 
Of louers lawe he toke no cure 
For once he was begilde. 

Harpalus preualed nought 
His labour all was loft: 
For he was fardeft from her thought 
And yet he loued her moft. 
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Therfore waxt he both pale and leane 
And drye as clot of clay: 

His flefhe it was confumed cleane 
His colour gone away. 

His beard it had not long be fhaue, 
His heare hong all vnkempt: 

A man moft fitte euen for the graue 
Whom fpitefull loue had fpent. 

His eyes were red and all forewatched 
His face befprent with teares: 

It femde vnhap had him long hatched. 
In middes of his difpayres. 

His clothes were blacke and alfo bare 
As one forlorne was he: 

Vpon his heade alwaies he ware, 
A wreath of wilow tree. 

His beaftes he kept vpon the hyll, 
And he fate in the dale: | 
And thus with fighes and forowes fhryll, 
He gan to tell his tale. 

O Harpelus thus would he fay, 
Vnhappieft vnder funne : 

The caufe of thine vnhappy day 
By loue was firft begone. 

For thou wenteft firft by fute to feeke 
A Tygre to make tame : 

That fets not by thy loue a leke 
But makes thy grefe her game. 

As eafye it were, for to conuert 
The froft into the flame : 

As for to turne a froward hert 
Whom thou fo fain wouldft frame. 
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Corin he liveth careleffe 
He leapes among the leaues : 

He eates the frutes of thy redreffe 
Thou reapes he takes the fheaues. 

My beaftes a while your fode refrayne 
And herken your herdmans founde: 
Whom fpitefull loue alas hath {laine 
Throughgirt with many a wounde. 

Oh happy be ye beaftes wilde 
That here your pafture takes : 

I fe that ye be not begylde 
Of thefe your faythfull face. 

The Hart he fedeth by the Hynde 
The Bucke hard by the Doo, 

The Turtle Doue is not vnkinde 
To him that loues her fo. 

The Ewe fhe hath by her the Ramme 
The yong Cow hath the Bulle: 

The calf with many a lufty lamme 
Do feede their honger full. 

But well a way that nature wrought 
Thee Phillida‘fo faires 
For I may fay that I haue bought 
Thy beauty all to deare. 

What reafon is it that cruelty 
With beauty fhould haue part, 

Or els that fuch great tyranny 
Should dwell in womans hart. 

I fee therfore to fhape my death 
She cruelly is preit: 

To thend that I may want my breathe 
My dayes been at the beft. 
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O Cupide graunt this my requeft 
And do not ftoppe thine eares : 
That fhe may fele within her breft 
The paynes of my difpayres. 

To Corin that is careleffe 
That fhe may craue her fee: 

As I haue done in great diftreffe 
That loued her faythfully. 

But fins that I fhall die her flaue 
Her flaue and eke her thrall : 
Write you my frendes, vpon my graue 
This chance that is befall. 

Here lieth vnhappy Harpelus 
Whom cruell loue hath flayne: 

By Phillida vniuftly thus 
Murdred with falfe difdaine. 


Vpon Sir lames Wilfordes 
death. 


Lo here the end of man the cruell fifters three 


The web of Wilfords life vnethe had half yfponne, 


When rafh vpon mifdede they all accorded bee 


To breke vertues courfe er half the race were ronne 
And trip him on his way that els had won the game 
And holden higheft place within the houfe of fame. 
But yet though he be gone, though fence with him be patt 
Which trode the euen fteppes that leaden to renowne 


We that remaine aliue ne fuffer fhall to wafte 


The fame of his deferts, fo fhall he lofe but fowne. 
The thing fhall aye remaine, aye kept as frefhe in ftore 
As if his eares fhold ring of that he wrought before. 
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Waile not therfore his want fith he fo left the ftage 
Of care and wretched life, with ioye and clap of hands 
Who plaieth lenger partes may well haue greater age 
But few fo well may paffe the gulfe of fortunes fandes 
So triedly did he treade ay preft at vertues beck 
That fortune found no place to geue him once a check. 
The fates haue rid him hence, who fhall not after go, 
Though earthed be his corps, yet florish shall his fame, 
A gladfome thing it is that er he ftep vs fro, 
Such mirrours he vs left our life therby to frame, 
Wherfore his praife shall laft aye freshe in Brittons fight, 
Till funne shall ceafe to shine, and lend the earth his light. 


Of the wretchednes in this 
world, 


WHO lift to liue vpright, and holde him felf content, 

Shall fee fuch wonders in this world, as neuer erft was 
fent. 

Such gropyng for the fwete, fuch taftyng of the fower 

Such wandryng here for wordly welth that loft is in one 
houre. 

And as the good or badde gette vp in hye degre, 

So wades the world in right or wrong it may none other be. 

And loke what lawes they make, ech man muft them obay, 

And yoke him felf with pacient hart to driue and draw 
yt way. 

For fuch as long ago, great rulers were affinde 

Both liues & lawes are now forgot & worne clean out of 

minde 
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So that by this I fe, no ftate on earth may laft 

But as their times appointed be, to rife and fall as faft. 

The goodes that gotten be, by good and iuft defart, 

Yet vfe them fo that neady handes may helpe to fpend the 
part 

For loke what heape thou hordft, of rufty golde in ftore, 

Thine enemies shall wafte the fame, that neuer fwat ther- 
fore. 


The repentant finner in adurance 
and aduerfitte. 


VNTO the liuyng Lord for pardon do I pray 

From who I graunt euen fro the fhell, I haue run fty] 
aftray. 

And other liues there none (my death shall well declare) 

On whom I ought to grate for grace, as faulty folkes do fare. 

But thee O Lorde alone, I haue offended fo, 

That this fmall fcourge is much to fcant for mine offence 
I know 

I ranne without returne, the way the world liekt beft 

And what I ought moft to regard, that I refpe¢ted left 

The throng wherin I thruft, hath throwen me in fuch cafe 

That Lorde my foule is fore befet without thy greater grace 

My giltes are growen fo great, my power doth fo appayre 

That with great force they argue oft, and mercy much 
difpayre. 

But then with fayth I flee to thy prepared {tore 

Where there lieth help for euery hurt, and falue for euery 

fore. 
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My lofte tyme to lament, my vaine waies to bewayle, 

No day no night no place no houre no moment I fhal faile 

My foule fhall neuer ceafe with an affured faith 

To knock, to craue, to call to cry to thee for helpe which 
fayth 

Knocke and it fhalbe heard, but afke and geuen it is 

And all that like to kepe this courfe, of mercy fhall not 
miffe 

For when I call to minde how the one wandryng fhepe, 

Did bring more ioye with his returne, then all the flocke did 
kepe. 

It yeldes full hope and truft my {trayed and wandryng ghoft 

Shalbe receiued and held more dere then thofe were neuer 
loft. 

O Lord my hope beholde, and for my helpe make hafte 

To pardon the forpaffed race that careleffe I haue paft 

And but the day draw neare that death muft pay the det, 

For loue of life which thou haft lent and time of payment 


fet. 

From this fharpe fhower me fhilde which threatened is at 
hand, 

Wherby thou fhalt great power declare, & I the ftorme with- 
{tand. 


Not my will lord but thyne, fulfilde be in ech cafe, 

To whofe gret wil & mighty power al powers thal once geue 
place 

My fayth my hope my truft, my God and eke my guide 

Stretch forth thy hand to faue the foule, what fo the body 
bide. 

Refufe not to receiue that thou fo dere haft bought, 

For but by thee alone I know all fafety in vaine is fought. 
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I know and knowledge eke albeit very late, 

That thou it is I ought to loue and dread in ech eftate. 
And with repentant hart do laude thee Lorde,_on hye, 
That haft fo gently fet me ftraight that erft walkt fo 


awry. 

Now graunt me grace my God to ftand thine ftrong in 
{prete, 

And let ye world thé work fuch wayes, as to the world femes 
PYCEG: 


Lhe louer here telleth of his diuers toyes 
and aduerfities in loue and lafily 
of his ladies death. 


SYTH fingyng gladdeth oft the hartes 
Of them that fele the panges of loue, 
And for the whiles doth eafe their {martes 
Myfelf I fhall the fame way proue. 
And though that loue hath {mit the ftroke, 
Wherby is loft my libertie: 
Which by no meanes I may reuoke: 
Yet fhall I fing, how pleafantly. 
My twenty yeres of youth I paft: 
Which all in libertie I fpent: 
And fo from firft vnto the laft, 
Er aught I knew, what louing ment. 
And after fhall I fyng the wo, 
The payne the greefe, the deadly {mart : 
When loue this lyfe did ouerthrowe, 
That hydden lyes within my hart. 
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And then the ioyes, that I did feele 

When fortune lifted after this, 
And fet me hye vpon her whele : 
And changed my wo to pleafant bliffe, 

And fo the fodeyn fall agayne 
From all the ioyes, that I was in. 

All you that lift to heare of payne, 
Geue eare, for now I doe beginne. 

Lo fyrft of all, when loue began 
With hote defyres my heart to burne: 

Me thought his might auailde not than 
From libertie my heart to turne. 

For I was free: and dyd not knowe, 
How much his might mannes hert may greue. 
I had profeft to be his fo: 

His law, I thought not to beleue. 

I went vntyed in lufty leas, 

I had my wish alwayes at will: 
Ther was no wo, mlght me difpleafe : 
Of pleafant ioyes I had my fill. 
No paynfull thought dyd paffe my hart: 
I fpilt no teare to wet my breft : 
I knew no forow, figh, nor fmart, 
My greateft grefe was quyet reft. 
I brake no flepe, I toffed not: 
Nor dyd delyte to fyt alone. 
I felt no change of colde, and hote: 
Nor nought a nightes could make me mone. 
For all was ioy that I did fele: 
And of voide wandering I was free. 
I had no clogge tied at my hele: 
This was my life at libertie. 
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That yet me thinkes it is a bliffe, 
To thinke vpon that pleafure patft. 
But forthwithall I finde the miffe, 
For that it might no lenger laft. 

Thofe dayes I fpent at my defire, 
Without wo or aduerfitie 
Till that my hart was fet a fire, 
With loue, with wrath, and ieloufie. 

For on a day (alas the while) 

Lo, hear my harme how it began: 
The blinded Lord, the God of guile 
Had lift to end my fredome than. 

And through mine eye into my hart, 
Aiiiodenly I teltnt-elide. 

He fhot his fharped fiery dart, 
So hard, that yet vnder my fide 

The head (alas) dothe {till remaine, 
And yet fins I could neuer know, 
The way to wring it out againe: 

Yet was it nye three yere ago. 

This foden ftroke made me agatft: 
And it began to vexe me fore. 

But yet I thought, it would haue patt, 
As other fuch had done before. 

But it did not that (wo is me) 

So depe imprinted in my thought, 
Phe ttroke abode <athat -yet7I fee; 


Me thynkes my harme how it was wrought. 
Kinde taught me ftreight that this was loue 


And I perceiued it perfectlye. 


Yet thought I thus: Nought fhall me moue: 


I will not thrall my libertie. 
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And diuers waies I did affay, 
By flight, by force, by frend, by fo, 
This fyrye thought to put away. 

I was fo lothe for to forgo 

My libertie: that me was leuer, 

Then bondage was, where I heard faie: 
Who once was bounde, was fure neuer 
Without great paine to fcape away. 

But what for that, there is no choyce, 
For my mifhap was fhapen fo: 

That thofe my dayes that did reioyce, 
Should turne my bliffe to bitter wo. 

For with that ftroke my bliffe toke ende. 
In ftede wherof forthwith I caught, 
Hotte burnyng fighes, that thus haue brend, 
My wretched hart almoft to naught. 

And fins that day, O Lord my life, 
The mifery that ishach felt 
That nought hath had, but wo and ftrife, 
And hotte defires my hart to melt. 

O Lord how fodain was the change 
From fuch a pleafant lberty ? 

The very thraldome femed ftrange : 
But yet there was no remedy. 

But I muft yeld, and geue vp all, 
And make my guide my chieft fo. 
And in this wife became I thrall. 

Lo loue and happe would haue it fo. 

I fuffred wrong and helde my peace, 
And gaue my teares good leaue to ronne: 
And neuer would feke for redreffe, 

But hope to liue as I begonne. 
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For what it was that might me eafe, 
He liued not that might it know. 

Thus dranke I all mine owne difeafe : 
And all alone bewailde my wo. 

There was no fight that might me please, 
I fled from them that did reioyce. 

And oft alone my hart to eafe, 
I would bewayle with wofull voyce. 

My life my ftate my miferie, 

And curfe my felfe and all my dayes. 
Thus wrought I with my fantafie, 
And fought my helpe none other waies, 

Saue fometime to my felfe alone, 
When farre of was my helpe God wot: 
Lowde would I cry: My life is gone, 
My dere, if that ye helpe me not. 

Then witht I ftreight, that death might end 
Thefe bitter panges, and all this grief. 
For nought, methought, might it amend. 
Thus in difpaire to haue relief 

I lingred forth: tyll I was brought 
With pining in fo piteous cafe: 

That all, that faw me, fayd, methought : 
Lo death is painted in his face. 

I went no where: but by the way 
I faw fome fight before mine eyes: 
That made me figh, and oft times fay: 
My life, alas I thee defpyfe. 

This lafted well a yere, or more: 
Which no wight knew, but onely I, 

So that my life was nere forlore : 
And I difpaired vtterly. 
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Tyll on a day, as fortune would : 
(For that that fhall be nedes muft fall) 
I fat me down, as though I fhould 
Haue ended then my life, and all. 

And as I fat to wryte my plaint, 
Meaning to fhew my great vnreft: 
With quaking hand and hart full faint, 
Amid my plaintes, among the reft, 

I wrote with ynk, and bitter teares: 
I am not myne, I am not mine: 
Behold my lyfe, away that weares : 
And if I dye the loffe is thyne. 

Herewith a litle hope I caught : 
That for a whyle my life did ftay. 

But in effect, it all was naught. 
Thus liued I ftyll: tyll on a day 

As I fat flaring on thofe eyes: 

I meane, thofe eyes, that firft me bound : 
My inward thought tho cryed: Aryfe: 
Lo, mercy where it may be found. 

And therewithall I drew me nere: 
With feble hart, and at a braide, 

(But it was foftly in her eare) 
Mercy, Madame, was all, I fayd. 

But wo was me, when it was tolde, 
For therewithall fainted my breath. 
And I fate ftill for to beholde, 

And heare the iudgement of my death. 

But Loue nor Hap would not confent, 
To end me then, but welaway : 

There gaue me bliffessthatsl repent 
Toithinke WT live to fee -thismiay, 
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For after this I playned ftill 
So long, and in fo piteous wife : 
That I my with had at my will 
Graunted, as I would it deuife. 

But Lord who euer heard or knew 
Of halfe the ioye that I felt than ? 
Or who can thinke it may be true, 
That fo much bliffe had euer man? 

Lo, fortune thus fet me aloft: 
And more my forowes to releue, 

Of pleafant ioyes I tafted oft: 
As much as loue or happe might geue. 

The forowes olde, I felt before 
About my hart, were driuen thence: 
And for eche greefe, I felt afore, 

I had a bliffe in recompence. 


Then thought I all the time well fpent : 


That I in plaint had fpent fo long. 
So was I with my life content : 
That to my felf I fayd among. 

Sins thou art ridde of all thine yll: 
To fhowe thy ioyes fet forth thy voyce. 
And, fins thou haft thy with at will: 
My happy hart, reioyce, reioyce. 

Thus felt I ioyes a great deale mo, 
Then by my fong may well be tolde: 
And thinking on my paffed wo, 

My bliffe did double many folde. 


And thus I thought with mannes blood, 


Such bliffe might not be bought to deare. 
In fuch eftate my ioyes then ftode: 
That of a change I had no feare, 
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But why fing I fo long of bliffe : 
It lafteth not, that will away, 
Let me therfore bewaile the miffe : 
And fing the caufe of my decay. 
Yet all this while there liued none, 
That led his life more pleafantly : 
Nor vnder hap there was not one, 
Me thought, fo well at eafe, as I. 
But O blinde ioye, who may thee truft ? 
For no eftate thou canft affure ? 
Thy faithfull vowes proue all vniuft : 
Thy faire beheftes be full vnfure. 
Good proufe by me: that but of late 
Not fully twenty dayes ago: 
Which thought my life was in fuch ftate: 
That nought might worke my hart this wo. 
Yet hath the enemy of my eafe, 
Mifhappe I meane, that wretched wight : 
Now when my life did mofte me pleafe: 
Deuifed me fuch cruell f{pight, 
That from the hieft place of all, 
As to the pleafyng of my thought, 
Downe to the deepeft am I fall, 
And to my helpe auaileth nought, 
Lo, thus are all my itoyes gone: 
And I am brought from happineffe, 
Continually to waile and mone. 
Lo, fuch is fortunes ftableneffe. 
In welth I thought fuch fuertie, 
That pleafure fhould haue ended neuer. 
But now (alas) aduerfitie, 
Doth make my fingyng ceafe for euer. 
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O brittle ioye, O flidyng bliffe, 
O fraile pleafure, O welth vnftable: 
Who feles thee moft, he fhall not miffe 
At length to be made miferable. 
For all muft end as doth my bliffe: 
There is none other certentie. 
And at the end the worft is his, 
That moft hath knowen profperitie. 
For he that neuer bliffe affaied, 
May well away with wretchedneffe : 
But he fhall finde that hath it fayd, 
A paine to part from pleafantneffe : 
As I doe now, for er I knew 
What pleafure was: I felt no griefe, 
Like vnto this, and it is true, 
That bliffe hath brought me all this mifchiefe. 
But yet I haue not fongen, how 
This mifchiefe came: but I intend 
With wofull voice to fing it now: 
And therwithall I make an end. 
But Lord, now that it is begoon, 
I feele, my fprites are vexed fore. 
Oh, geue me breath till this be done: 
And after let me liue no more. 
Alas, the enmy of my life, 
The ender of all pleafantneffe: 
Alas, he bringeth all this ftrife, 
And caufeth all this wretchedneffe. 
For in the middes of all my welth, 
That brought my-hart to happineffe : 
This wicked death he came by ftelthe, 
And robde me of my ioyfulneffe. 
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He came when that I little thought 
Of ought that might me vexe fo fore: 
And fodenly he brought to nought 
My pleafantneffe for euermore. 

He flew my ioye (alas, the wretch) 
He flew my ioye, or I was ware, 

And now (alas) no might may ftretch 
Todetan end toimy.eréat care 

For by this curfed deadly ftroke, 
My bliffe is loft, and I forlore: 

And no help may the loffe reuoke: 
But loft it is for euermore. 

And clofed vp are thofe faire eyes, 
That gaue me firltthetfiigne of erircee 
My faire fwete foes, myne enemies, 
And earth doth hide her pleafant face. 

The loke that did my life vpholde: 
And all my forowes did confounde : 
With which more bliffe then may be tolde: 
Alas, now lieth it vnder ground. 

But ceafe, for I will fyng no more: 
Since that my harme hath no redreffe : 
But as a wretch for evermore, - 

My life will wafte in wretchedneffe. 

And ending thys my wofull fong, 
Now that it ended is and paft: 

I wold my life were but as long: 
And that this word might be my laft. 

For lothfome is that life (men faye) 

That liketh not the liuers minde: 
Lo, thus I feke myne owne decaye, 
And will, till that I may it finde. 
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Of his loue named White. 


FULL faire and white fhe is, and White by name: 
Whofe white doth ftriue, the lillies white to ftaine: 
Who may contemne the blaft of blacke defame : 
Who in darke night, can bring day bright againe. 
The ruddy rofe inpreafeth, with cleare heew, 

In lips and chekes, right orient to behold: 

That the nere gazer may that bewty reew, 

And fele difparft in limmes the chilling cold : 
For White, all white his bloodleffe face wil be: 
The afshy pale fo alter will his cheare. 

But I that do poffeffe in full degree 

The harty loue of this my hart fo deare: 

So oft to me as fhe prefents her face, 

For ioye do fele my hart fpring from his place. 


Of the louers vnguiet flate. 
WHAT thing is that which I bothe haue and lacke, 
With good will graunted yet it is denyed 
How may I be receiued and put abacke 
Alway doing and yet vnoccupied, 
Moft flow in that which I haue moft applied, 
still thus to feke, and lefe all that I winne, 
And that was ready is neweft to begyn. 

In riches finde I wilfull pouertie, 

In great pleafure hue I in heaueneffe, 
In much freedome I lacke my libertie, 
Thus am [I bothe in ioye and in diftreffe. 
And in few wordes, if that I fhall be plaine, 
In Paradife I fuffer all this paine. 
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Where good will ts fome profe 
will appere. 


IT is no fire that geues no heate, 
Though it appeare neuer fo hotte: 

And they that runne and can not {weate, 
Are very leane and dry God wot. 

A perfeét leche applieth his wittes, 
To gather herbes of all degrees: 

And feuers with their feruent fittes, 
Be cured with their contraries. 

New wine will fearch to finde a vent, 
Although the cafke be neuer fo ftrong: 
And wit will walke when will is bent, 
Although the way be neuer fo long. 

The rabbets runne vnder the rockes, 
The fnailes do clime the higheft towers : 
Gunpowder cleaues the {turdy blockes, 
A feruent will all thing devowers. 

When witte with will and diligent 
Apply them felues, and match as mates, 
There can no want of refident, 

From force defende the caftell gates. 

Forgetfulneffe makes little hatte, 

And flouth delites to lye full foft : 
That telleth the deaf, his tale dothe watte, 
And is full drye that craues full oft. 


Verfes written on the picture of 
fir lames Welford. 


ALAS that euer death fuch vertues fhould forlet, 


As compait was within his corps, whofe picture is here fet. 
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Or that it euer laye in any fortunes might, 

Through depe difdaine his life to traine yt was fo worthy 
a wight 

For fith he firft began in armour to be clad, 

A worthier champion then he was yet Englande neuer had. 

And though recure be patt, his life to haue againe, 

Yet would I wifh his worthineffe in writyng to remaine. 

That men to minde might call how farre he did excell, 

At all affayes to wynne the praife, which were to long to tell. 

And eke the reftleffe race that he full oft hath runne, 

In painfull plight fro place to place, where feruice was to 
doon 

Then, fhould men well perceiue, my tale to be of trouth, 

And he to be the worthieft wight that euer nature wrought. 


The ladye prateth the returne 
of her louer abidyng on 
the seas. 


SHALL I thus euer long, and be no whit the neare, 

And fhal I ftyll complayn to thee, the which me will not 
here. 

Alas fay nay nay nay, and be no more fo dome, 

But open thou thy manly mouth, and fay that thou wilt 
come. 

Wherby my hart may thinke, although I fee not thee, 

That thou wilt come thy word fo fware, if thou a liues 
man be. 

The roaryng hugy waues, they threaten my pore ghoft, 

And toffe thee vp and downe the feas, in daunger to be loft. 
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Shall they not make me feare that they haue fwalowed 
thee, 

But as thou art moft fure aliue fo wilt thou come to me. 

Wherby I fhall go fee thy fhippe ride on the ftrande 

And thinke and fay lo where he comes, and fure here will 
he land. 

And then I fhall lift vp to thee my little hande, 

And thou fhalt thinke thine hert in eafe, in helth to fe me 
ftand. 

And if thou come in dede (as Chrift the fend to do), 

Thofe armes which miffe thee now fhall then imbrace 
thee to, 

Ech vaine to euery ioynt, the liuely bloud fhall {pred, 

Which now for want of thy glad fight, doth fhow full pale 
& dead. 

But if thou flip thy trouth, and do not come at all, 

As minutes in the clocke do ftrike fo call for death 
I fhall. 

To pleafe bothe thy falfe hart, and rid my felf from wo, 

That rather had to dye in trouth then hue forfaken fo. 


The meane eftate 1s befe. 


THE doutfull man hath feuers ftrange 
And conftant hope is oft difeafed, 
Difpaire can not but brede a change, 
Nor fletyng hartes can not be pleafde. 
Of all thefe badde, the beft I thinke, 

Is well to hope, though fortune fhrinke. 
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Defired thinges are not aye preft, 
Nor thinges denide left all vnfought, 
Nor new things to be loued beft, 

Nor all offers to be fet at nought, 
Where faithfull hart hath bene refufde, 
The chofers wit was there abufde. 

The wofull fhyppe of carefull fprite, 
Fletyng on feas of wellyng teares, 

With fayles of wifhes broken quite, 
Hangyng on waues of dolefull feares, 
By furge of fighes at wrecke nere hand, 
May faft no anker holde on land. 

What helps the dyall to the blinde, 
Or els, the clock without it found, 

Or who by dreames dothe hope to finde, 
The hidden gold within the ground: 
Shalbe as free from cares and feares, 

As he that holds a wolfe by the eares. 

And how much mad is he that thinkes 
To clime to heauen by the beames, 
What ioye alas, hath he that winkes, 

At Titan or his golden ftremes, 
His ioyes not fubiect to reafons lawes, 
That ioyeth more then he hath caufe. 

For as the Phenix: that-climeth hye, 
The fonne lightly in afhes burneth, 
Againe, the Faulcon fo quicke of eye, 
Sone on the ground the net mafheth. 
Experience therfore the meane affurance, 
Prefers before the doutfull pleafance. 
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The louer thinkes no payne to 
great, wherby he may ob- 
taine his lady. 


SITH that the way to welth is woe, 
And after paynes pleafure prett, 
Whie fhould I than difpaire fo. 

Ay bewailling mine vnrett, 
Or let to lede my liefe in paine, 
So worthy a lady to obtayne, 

The fifher man doth count no care 
To caft hys nets to wracke or waft, 
And in reward of eche mans fhare, 

A gogen gift is much imbraft, 
Sould I than grudge it grief or gall, 
That loke at length to whelm a whall. 

The pore ma ploweth his groud for graine, 
And foweth his feede increafe to craue, 

And for thexpence of all his paine. 
Oft holdes it hap his feede to faue, 
Thefe pacient paines my part do show, 
To long for loue er that I know. 

And take no fkorne to fcape from {kill, 
To fpende my fpirites to fpare my fpeche, 
To win for welth the want of will, 
And thus for reft to rage I reche, 
Running my race as rect vpright, 

Till teares of truth appeafe my plight. 


And plant my plaint within her breft, 


Who doubtles may reftore againe, 
My harmes to helth my ruthe to reft. 
That laced is within her chayne, 
For earft ne are the grieues fo gret: 
As is the ioy when loue is met. 

For who couets fo high to clim, 
As doth the birde that pitfoil toke, 
Or who delightes fo fwift to fwim, 


As doth the fishe that fcapes the hoke, 


If thefe had neuer entred woe: 
How mought they haue reioyfed fo. 
But yet alas ye louers all, 
difathere:me toy thus lefie reioyce, 
Judge not amys whatfo befall. 
In me there lieth no power of choyfe, 
It is but hope that doth me moue: 
Who ftanderd bearer is to loue. 
On whofe enfigne when I beholde, 
I fe the fhadowe of her fhape, 
Within my faith fo faft I folde: 


Through dread I die, through hope I {cape, 


Thus eafe and wo full oft I finde, 


What will you more fhe knoweth my minde. 


Of a new maried Student. 


A STUDENT at his boke fo plaft, 


That welth he might haue wonne? 
From boke to wife did flete in hafte, 


From wealth to wo to runne. 
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Now, who hath plaied a feater caft, 
Since iuglyng firft begoon ? 

In knittyng of him felfe fo faft, 
Him felfe he hath vndoon. 


Lhe meane eftate 1s to be 
accompted the beft. 


WHO craftly caftes to ftere his boate 
and fafely {koures the flattering flood: 
He cutteth not the greateft waues 
for why that way were nothing good, 
Ne fleteth on the crocked fhore 
left harme him happe awayting left, 
But wines away betwene thé both, 
as who would fay the meane is beft. 
Who waiteth on the golden meane, 
he put in point of fickernes: 
Hides not his head in fluttifhe coates, 
ne fhroudes himfelf in filthines. 
Ne fittes aloft in hye eftate, 
where hatefull hartes enuie his chance: 
But wifely walkes betwixt them twaine, 
ne proudly doth himfelf auance 
The higheft tree in all the woode 
is rifeft rent with bluftring windes: 
The higher hall the greater fall 
fuch chance haue proude and lofty mindes. 
When Jupiter from hie doth threat 
with mortall mace and dint of thunder 
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The higheft hilles ben batrid eft 
when they ftand ftill that {toden vnder 
The man whofe head with wit is fraught 
er welth will feare a worfer tide 
When fortune failes difpaireth nought 
but conftantly doth ftil abide 
For he that fendith grifely ftormes 
with whifking windes and bitter blaftes 
And fowlth with haile the winters face 
and frotes the foile with hory froftes 
Euen he adawth the force of colde 
the fpring in fendes with fomer hote 
The fame full oft to ftormy hartes 
is caule of bale’ ofiioyesthe:roote. 
Not always il though fo be now 
When cloudes ben driuen then rides the racke 
Phebus the frefh ne fhoteth {till 
fometime he harpes his mufe to wake 
Stand ftif therfore pluck vp thy hart 
lofe not thy poft though fortune faile 
Againe when wind doth ferue at will 
take hede to hye to hoyfe thy faile. 


The louer refufed lamenteth 
his eftate. 


I LENT my loue to loffe and gaged my life in vaine, 

If hate for loue and death for life of louers be the gaine. 
And curfe I may by courfe the place eke time and howre 
That nature firft in me did forme to be a liuer creature 
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Sith that I muft abfent my felfe fo fecretly 
In place defert where neuer man my fecretes fhall difcrye 
In dolling of my dayes among the beaftes fo brute 
Who with their tonges may not bewray the fecretes of my 
fute. 
Nor I in like to them may once to moue my minde 
But gafe on them and they on me as beftes are wont of kinde 
Thus ranging as refufde to reche fome place of reft, 
All ruff of heare, my nayles vnnocht, as to fuch femeth beft. 
That wander by theyr wittes, deformed fo to be, 
That men may fay, fuch one may curfe the tyme he firft 
gan fee 
The beauty of her face, her fhape in fuch degree, 
As god himfelf may not difcerne, one place mended to be. 
Nor place it in lyke place, my fanfy for to pleafe, 
Who would become a heardmans hyre one howre to haue 
of eafe. 
Wherby I might reftore, to me fome ftedfaftnes, 
That haue mo thoughts kept in my head then life may log 
difges. 
As oft to throw me downe vpon the earth fo cold, 
Wheras my teares moft rufully, my forowes do vnfold. 
And in beholding them, I chiefly call to mynd, 
What woman could find in her heart, fuch bondage for to 
bynd. 
Then rafhly furth I yede, to caft me from that care, 
Lyke as the byrd for foode doth flye, and lighteth in the 
{nare. 
From whence I may not meue, vntil my race be roon, 
So trayned is my truth through her, yt thinkes my life well 
woon. 
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Thus toffe I too and fro, in hope to haue reliefe, 

But in the fine I fynd not fo, it doubleth but my grief. 
Wherfore I will my want, a warning for to be, 

Vnto all men, wifhing that they, a mirrour make of me. 


The felicitie of a mind tmbracing vertiue, 
that beholdeth the wretched de- 
JSyves of the world. 


Whe dredful fwelling feas, through boifterous windy blaftes 
So toffe the fhippes, that al for nought, ferues ancor fayle 
& maftes. 
Who takes not pleafure then, fafely on fhore to reft, 
And fee with dreade & depe defpayre, how fhipmen are 
diftreft. 
Not that we pleafure take, when others felen fmart, 
Our gladnes groweth to fee their harmes, & yet to fele no 
parte. 
Delyght we take alfo, well ranged in aray, 
When armies meete to fee) the fight, yet free, be-from’ the 
fava 
But yet among the reft, no ioy may match with this, 
Tafpayre vnto the temple hye, where wifdom troned is. 
Defended with the faws of hory heades expert, 
Which clere it kepe fro errours myft, that myght the truth 
pervert: 
From whence thou mayft loke downe, and fee as vnder 
foote, 
Mans wadring wil & doutful life, fro wheéce they take their 
roote. 
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How fome by wit contend by prowes fome to rife 

Riches and rule to gaine and hold is all that men deuife. 

O miferable mindes O hertes in folly drent 

Why fe you not what blindneffe in thys wretched life is 
{pent. 

Body deuoide of grefe mynde free from care and dreede 

Is all and fome that nature craues wherwith our life to feede. 

So that for natures turne few thinges may well fuffice 

Dolour and grief clene to expell, and fome delight furprice: 

Yea and it falleth oft that nature more contente 

Is with the leffe, then when the more to caufe delight is 
{pent. 


All worldly pleafures fade. 


THE winter with his griefly ftormes no lenger dare abyde, 

The plefant graffe, with lufty grene, the earth hath newly 
dyde. 

The trees haue leues, ye bowes don fpred, new chaged is 
ye yere. 

The water brokes are cleane fonke down, the plesat bakes 
apere. 

The fpring is come, the goodly nimphes now datice in euery 
place 

Thus hath the yere moft plefantly of late ychangde his face. 

Hope for no immortalitie, for welth will weare away, 

As we may learne by euery yere, yea houres of euery day. 

For Zepharus doth mollifye the colde and bluftering windes: 

The fomers drought doth take away ye fpryng out of our 

minds, 
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And yet the fomer cannot laft, but once muft ftep afyde, 
The Autumn thinkes to kepe hys place, but Autumn canot 


bide. 
For when he hath brought furth his fruits, & ftuft ye barns 
wt corn, 


The winter eates & empties all, and thus is Autumn worne. 

Then hory froftes poffeffe the place, thé tépeftes work much 
harm, 

Thé rage of ftormes done make al colde whiche fomer had 
made warm 

Wherfore let no man put his truft in that that will decay, 

For flipper welth will not ciitinue, plefure will weare away. 

For when that we haue loft our lyfe, & lye vnder a {tone, 

What are we then, we are but earth, then is our pleafure gon. 

No man can tell what god almight of euery man doth caft, 

No man can fay to day I liue, till morne my lyfe fhall laft. 

For when thou fhalt before thy iudge ftand to receiue thy 
dome, 

What fentence Minos dothe pronounce that muft of thee 
become. 

Then fhall not noble ftock and blud redeme the fro his 
handes, 

Nor furged talke with eloquence fhal lowfe thee fro his 
bandes. 

Nor yet thy lyfe vprightly lead, can help thee out of hell, 

For who defcendeth downe fo depe, muft there abyde 
& dwell. 

Diana could not thence deliuer chafte Hypolitus, 

Nor Thefeus could not call to life his frende Periothous. 
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A complaint of the loffe of libertie 
by loue. 


IN fekyng reft vnreft I finde, 
I finde that welth is caufe of wo: 
Wo worth the time that I inclinde, 
To fixe in minde her beauty fo. 
That day be darkened as the night, 
Let furious rage it cleane deuour: 
Ne funne nor moone therin geue light, 
But it confume with ftorme and fhower. 
Let no {mall birdes ftraine forth their voyce, 
With pleafant tunes ne yet no beaft : 
Finde caufe wherat he may reioyce, 
That day when chaunced mine vnreft. 
Wherin alas from me was raught, 
Mine owne free choyfe and quiet minde: 
My life my death in balance braught 
And reafon rafde through barke and rinde. 
And I as yet in flower of age, 
Bothe witte and will did ftill aduaunce: 
Ay to refift that burnyng rage: 
But when I darte then did I glaunce. 
Nothing to me did feme fo hye, 
In minde I could it ftraight attaine : 
Fanfy perfuaded me thereby, 
Loue to efteme a thing moft vaine. 
But as the birde vpon the brier, 
Dothe pricke and proyne her without care: 


Poems by Vucertain Auctours. 


Not knowing alas pore fole how nere 
She is vnto the fowlers {nare, 
So I amid deceitfull truft, 
Did not miftruft fuch wofull happe: 
Tilivceruell lowe er that: lewait 
Had caught me in his carefull trappe. 
Then did I fele and partly know, 
How little force in me did raigne: 
So fone to yelde to ouerthrow, 
So fraile to flit from ioye to paine. 
For when in welth will did me leade 
Of libertie to hoyfe my faile: 
To hale at fhete and caft my leade, 
I thought free choife wold ftill preuaile 
In whofe calme f{treames I fayld fo farre 
No ragyng ftorme had in refpect: 
Vntyll I rayf{de a goodly ftarre, 
Wherto my courfe I did direct. 
In whofe profpect in doolfull wife, 
My tackle failde my compaffe brake : 
Through hote defires fuch ftormes did rife, 
That fterne and toppe went all to wrake. 
h cruell happe oh fatall chaunce, 
O Fortune why were thou vnkinde : 
Without regard thus in a traunce, 
To reue fro me my ioyfull minde. 
Where I was free now mutt I ferue, 
Where I was lofe now am I bounde: 
In death my life I do preferue, 
As one through girt with many a wound. 
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A prayfe of his Ladye. 


GEUE place you Ladies and be gon, 
Boaft not your felues at all: 
For here at hande approcheth one, 
Whofe face will ftaine you all. 

The vertue of her liuely lokes, 
Excels the precious ftone: 
I wifhe to haue none other bokes 
To read or loke vpon. 

In eche of her two criftall eyes, 
Smileth a naked boye: 
It would you all in hart fuffife 
To fee that lampe of ioye. 

I thinke nature hath loft the moulde, 
Where fhe her fhape did take: 
Or els I doubt if nature could, 
So faire a creature make. 

She may be well comparde 
Vnto the Phenix kinde: 
Whofe like was neuer fene nor heard, 
That any man can finde. 

In life the is" Dianasenate 
In trouth Penelopey : 
In word and eke in dede ftedfaft, 
What will you more we fey. 

If all the world were fought fo farre, 
Who could finde fuch a wight : 
Her beauty twinkleth like a ftarre, 
Within the frofty night. 
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Her rofiall colour comes and goes, 
With fuch a comely grace: 
More redier to then doth the rofe, 
Within her liuely face. 

At Bacchus feaft none fhall her mete, 
Ne at no wanton play: 
Nor gafyng in an open ftrete, 
Nor gaddyng as a {tray. 

The modeft mirth that the dothe vfe, 
Is mixt with fhamefaftneffe : 
All vice fhe dothe wholy refufe, 
And hateth ydleneffe. 

O lord it is a world to fee, 
How vertue can repaire: 
And decke in her fuch honetftie, 
Whom nature made fo fayre. 

Truely fhe dothe as fare excede, 
Our women now adayes : 
As dothe the Jelifloure a wede, 
And more a thoufande wayes. 

How might I do to get a graffe: 
Of this vnfpotted tree. 
For all the reft are plaine but chaffe, 
Which feme good corne to be. 

This gift alone I fhall her geue, 
When death doth what he can: 
Her honeft fame fhall euer liue, 
Within the mouth of man. 
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The pore eftate to be holden 
for bef. 


E XPERIENCE now doth fhew what God vs taught before, 

D efired pompe is vaine, and feldome dothe it laft: 

W ho climbes to raigne with kinges, may rue his fate full 
fore. 

A. las the wofull ende that comes with care full faft, 

R eie€t him dothe renowne his pompe full lowe is cafte. 

D eceiued is the birde by fweteneffe of the call 

E xpell that pleafant tafte, wherein is bitter gall. 

S uch as with oten cakes in pore eftate abides, 

O fcare haue they no cure, the crab with mirth they roft, 

M ore eafe fele they then thofe, that from their height 
downe flides 

E xceffe doth brede their wo, they fallesnuaiia ea 

R emainyng in the ftormes till fhyp and all be loft. 

S erue God therfore thou pore, for lo, thou liues in reft, 

E fchue the golden hall, thy thatched houfe is beft. 


The complaint of Theftilis amid 
the defert wodde. 


THESTILIS a fely man, when loue did him forfake, 

In mourning wife, amid ye woods thus gan his plaint to 
make. 

Ah wofull man (quod he) fallen is thy lot to mone 

And pyne away wt carefull thoughts, vnto thy loue vn- 
knowen. 

Thy lady thee forfakes whom thou didft honor fo 

That ay to her thou wer a frend, and to thy felf a foe. 
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Ye louers that haue loft your heartes defyred choyfe, 

Lament with me my cruell happe, & helpe my trembling 
voyce. 

Was neuer man that ftode fo great in fortunes grace: 

Nor with his fwete alas to deare poffeft fo high a place. 

As I whofe fimple hart aye thought him felfe full fure, 

But now I fe hye fpringyng tides they may not aye endure. 

She knowes my gilteleffe hart, and yet fhe lets it pine, 

Of her vntrue profeffed loue fo feble is the twyne. 

What wonder is it than, if I berent my heeres, 

And crauyng death continually do bathe my felfe in teares, 

When Crefus king of Lide was caft in cruell bandes, 

And yelded goodes and life alfo into his enemies handes. 

What tong could tell hys wo yet was his griefe much leffe: 

Then mine for I haue loft my loue which might my woe 


cedteite: 

Ye woodes that fhroud my limes giue now your holow 
found, 

That ye may helpe me to bewaile the cares that me con- 
found. 


Ye riuers reft a while and ftay the ftremes that runne, 

Rew Theftilis moft woful man that liueth vnder funne. 

Tranfport my fighes ye windes vnto my pleafant foe, 

My trickling teares fhall witneffe bear of this my cruell woe. 

O happy man wer I if all the goddes agreed: 

That now the fufters three fhould cut in twaine my fatall 
Einrece: 

Till life with loue fhall ende I here refigne all ioy : 

Thy pleafant fwete I now lament whofe lack bredes myne 
anoy 

Farewell my deare therfore farewell to me well knowne 

If that I die it fhalbe fayd that thou haft flaine thine owne. 
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The louer prateth pity fhowimg that 
nature hath taught his dog as tt 
were to fue for the fame by kts- 
fing his ladies handes. 


NATURE that taught my filly dog god wat: 
Euen for my fake to like where I do loue, 
Inforced him wheras my lady fat 

With humble fute before her falling flat. 

As in his forte he might her play and moue 
To rue vpon his lord and not forgete 

The ftedfaft faith he beareth her and loue, 
Kiffing her hand whom fhe could not remoue. 
A way that would for frowning nor for threte 
As though he would haue fayd in my behoue. 
Pity my lord your flaue that doth remaine 
Left by his death you giltles flay vs twaine. 


Of his ring fent to his lady. 


SINCE thou my ring mayft goe where I ne may. 
Since thou may{t fpeake where I muft hold my peace. 
Say vnto her that is my liues ftay. 

Grauen the within which I do here expreffe: 

That fooner fhall the fonne not fhine by day, 

And with the raine the floodes fhall waxen leffe. 
Sooner the tree the hunter fhall bewray, 

Then I for change or choyce of other loue, 

Do euer feke my fanfy to remoue. 
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The changeable fiate of louers. 


FOR that a reftles head muft fomewhat haue in vre 
Wherwith it may acquaynted be, as falcon is with lure 
Fanfy doth me awake out of my drowfy flepe, 

In feeing how the little moufe, at night begyns to crepe. 
So the defyrous man, that longes to catch hys pray, 

In fpying how to watch hys tyme, lyeth lurkyng ftyll 

by day. 
In hopyng for to haue, and fearyng for to fynde 

The falue that fhould recure his fore, & foroweth but the 

mynde, 
Such is the guyfe of loue, and the vncertain {ftate, 

That fome fhould haue theyr hoped happe, and other hard 

eltate: 
That fome fhould feme to ioy in that they neuer had, 

And fome agayn fhall frown as faft, where caufeles they be 

fad. 
Such trades do louers vfe when they be moft at large 

That gyde the ftere when they themfelues lye fettred in 

ye barge. 
The grenes of my youth cannot therof expreffe 

The proces, for by profe vnknowen, all this is but by geffe. 
Wherfore I hold it beft, in tyme to hold my peace, 

But wanton will it cannot hold, or make my pen to ceafe. 
A pen of no auayle, a fruitles labour eke, 

My troubled head with fanfies fraught, doth payn it felf to 

feke, 
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And if perhappes my wordes of none auayle do pricke, 
Such as do fele the hidden harmes, I would not they fhold 
kicke. 
As caufeles me to blame which thinketh them no harme, 
Although I feme by others fyre, fometime my felf to warme. 
Which clerely I denye, as gyltles of that cryme, 
And though wrong demde I be therin, truth it will trye in 
tyme. 


A pratfe of Audley. 


WHEN Audley had runne out his race and ended wer~his 
days, 

His fame ftept forth & bad me write of hi fome worthy praife. 

What life he lad, what actes he did: his vertues & good name, 

Wherto I calde for true report, as witnes of the fame. 


Wel born he was wel bent by kinde, whofe mind did neuer 
fwarue 


A fkilfull head, a valiant hert, a ready hand to ferue. 

Brought vp & trained in feats of war long time beyond the 
feas 

Cald home again to ferue his prince who ftyll he fought to 
pleafe. 

What tornay was there he refufde, what feruice did he fhone, 

Where he was not nor his aduice, what great exploit was 
done. 

In towne a lambe in felde full fierce a lyon at the nede, 

In fober wit a Salomon, yet one of Hectors fede. 

Then fhame it were that any tong fhold now defame his 
dedes 

That in his life a mirror was to all that him fuccedes. 
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No pore eftate nor hie renowne his nature could peruart, 

No hard mifchaunce that him befel could moue his conftant 
hart. 

Thus long he liued loued of all as one miflikt of none, 

And where he went who cald him not the gentle Peragon. 

But courfe of kinde doth caufe eche frute to fall whé it is ripe, 

And fpitefull death will fuffer none to fcape his greuous 


gripe. 
Yet though the ground receiued haue his corps into her 
wombe, 


This epitaphe ygraue in braffe, fhall ftand vpon his tombe. 
Lo here he lies that hateth vice, and vertues life imbraft, 
His name in earth his fprite aboue deferues to be well plaft. 


Lime trieth truth. 


ECHE thing I fe hath time which time muft trye my truth, 

Which truth deferues a fpecial truft, on truft gret frédthip 
eroweth 

And frend{hip may not faile where faithfulneffe is founde, 

And faithfulneffe is ful of frute, & fruteful thinges be founde. 

And found is good at proufe, and proufe is prince of praife, 

And precious praife is fuch a pearle as feldome ner decayes. 

All thefe thinges time tries forth, which time I muft abide, 

How fhold I boldly credite craue till time my truth haue 
tryed. 

For as I found a time to fall in fancies frame, 

So I do wifhe a lucky time for to declare the fame. 

If hap may anfwere hope, and hope may haue his hire, 

Then fhall my hart poffeffe in peace the time that I defire. 
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The louer refufed of his loue 


ambraceth death. 


My youthfull yeres are paft, 
My ioyfull dayes are gone: 
My life it may not laft, 

My graue and I am one. 

My mirth and ioyes are fled, 
And I a man in wo: 
Defirous to be dedde, 

My mifchiefe to forgo. 
I burnesand am accolde: 
I frife amids the fire: 
I fee fhe dothe withholde 
That is my moft defire. 
I fee my helpe at hand, 
I fee my lyfe alfo: 
I fee where fhe dothe ftande 
That is my deadly foe. 

I fee how fhe dothe fee, 
And yet fhe will be blinde: 
I fe in helpyng me 
She fekes and will not finde. 

I fee how fhe doth wry, 
When I begyn to mone: 

I fee when I come nie, 
Hhw faine fhe wold be gone. 
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I fee what will ye more 
She will me gladly kyll: 
And you fhall fee therfore 
That she shall haue her will. 

I can not liue with {tones 
liis.toshard a todc: 

I will be dead at once 
To do my Lady good. 


The Prttiure of a 


louer. 


BEHOLD my piéture here well portrayed for the nones, 

With hart confumed and fallyng flefshe, lo here the very 
bones. 

Whofe cruell chaunce alas and defteny is fuch, 

Onely becaufe I put my truft in fome folke all to much. 

For fince the time that I did enter in this pine, 

I neuer faw the rifyng funne but with my wepyng eyen. 

Nor yet I neuer heard fo fwete a voice or founde, 

But that to me it did encreafe the dolour of my wounde. 

Nor in fo foft a bedde, alas I neuer laye, 

But that it femed hard to me or euer it was daye. 

Yet in this body bare that nought but life retaines, 

The ftrength wherof clene paft away the care yet ftill re- 
maines. 

Like as the cole in flame dothe fpende it felfe you fe, 

To vaine and wretched cinder dutt till it confumed be. 

So dothe this hope of mine inforce my feruent fute, 

To make me for to gape in vaine, whilft other eate the frute, 
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And fhall do till the death do geue me fuch a grace, 

To rid this fillye wofull fpirite out of this dolefull cafe. 

And then wold God were writte in {tone or els in leade, 

This Epitaphe vpon my graue, to shew why I am deade. 

Here lieth the louer loe, who for the loue he aught, 

Aliue vnto his ladye dere, his death therby he caught. 

And in a shielde of blacke, loe here his armes appeares, 

With weping eies as you may. fee, well poudred all with 
teares, 

Loe here you may beholde, aloft vpon his breft, 

A womans hand ftrainyng the hart of him that loued her 
beit. 

Wherfore all you that fe this corps for loue that ftarues, 

Example make vnto you all, that thankeleffe louers farues. 


Of the death of Phillips. 


BEWAILE with me all ye that haue profeft, 
Of muficke tharte by touche of coarde or winde: 
Laye downe your lutes and let your gitterns reft, 
Phillips is dead whofe like you can not finde. 
Of muficke much exceadyng all the rett, 

Mufes therfore of force now muft you wreft, 
Your pleafant notes into an other founde, 

The ftring is broke, the lute is difpoffeit, 

The hand is colde, the bodye in the grounde. 
The lowring lute lamenteth now therfore, 
Phillips her frende that can her touche no more. 
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That all thing fometime finde 
cafe of their paine, faue 
onely the louer. 


I SEE there is no fort, 
Of thinges that liue in griefe: 
Which at fometime may not refort, 
Wheras they haue reliefe. 

The ftriken dere by kinde, 
Of death that ftandes in awe: 
For his recure an herbe can finde, 
The arrow to withdrawe. 

The chafed dere hath foile, 
To coole him in his het: 
The affe after his wery toyle, 
In ftable is vp fet. 

The conye hath his caue, 
The little birde his neft : 
From heate and colde them felues to faue, 
At all times as they lyft. 

The owle with feble fight, 
Lieth lurkyng in the leaues : 
The fparrow in the frofty nyght, 
May shroude her in the eaues. 

But wo to me alas, 
In funne nor yet in shade. 
I can not finde a reftyng place, 
My burden to vnlade. 
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But day by day {till beares, 
The burden on my backe: 
With wepyng eyen and watry teares, 
To holde my hope abacke. 

All thinges I fee haue place, 
Wherin they bowe or bende: 
Saue this alas my wofull cafe, 
Which no where findeth ende. 


Thaffault of Cupide upon the fort 
where the louers hart lay wounded 
and how he was taken. 


WHEN Cupide fcaled firft the fort, 
Wherin my hart lay wounded fore: 
The battry was of fuch a fort 
That I muft yelde or dye therfore: 

There faw I loue vpon the wall, 
How he his banner did difplay: 
Alarme alarme he gan to call, 

And bad his fouldiours kepe aray. 

The armes the which that Cupide bare 
Were pearced harts with teares befprent : 
In filuer and fable to declare 
The ftedfaft loue he alwayes ment. 

There might you fe his band all dreft, 
In colours like to white and blacke : 
With powder and with pellets preft, 
To bring the fort to fpoile and facke. 
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Good will the mafter of the shot, 
Stode in the rampyre braue and proud: 
For fpence of powder he fpared not, 
Affault affault to crye aloude. 


There might you heare the cannons-rore 


Eche pece difcharged a louers loke: 
Which had the power to rent, and tore 
In any place whereas they toke. 
And euen with the trumpets fowne, 
The fcalyng ladders were vp fet: 
And beauty walked vp and downe 
With bow in hand and arrowes whet. 
Then firft defire began to fcale, 
And shrowded him vnder his targe: 
As on the worthieft of them all, 
And apteft for to geue the charge. 


Then pufshed fouldiers with their pikes 


And holbarders with handy {trokes : 

The hargabushe in fleshe it lightes, 

And dims the ayre with mifty {mokes. 
And as it is the fouldiers vfe 

When shot and powder gins to want: 

I hanged vp my flagge of truce, 

And pleaded for my liues graunt. 


When fanfy thus had made her breach 


And beauty entred with her bande : 
With bag and baggage felye wretch, 
I yelded into beauties hand. 

Then beawty bad to blow retrete. 
And euery foldiour to retire. 
And mercy wilde with fpede to fet: 
Me captiue bound as prifoner. 
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Madame (quoth I) fith that thys day, 
Hath ferued you at all affaies : 

I yeld to you without delay, 
Here of the fortreffe all the kaies. 

And fith that I haue ben the marke, 
At whom you fhot at with your eye: 
Nedes muft you with your handy warke, 
Or falue my fore or let me dye. 


Lhe aged louer renounceth 
loue. 


I LOTHE that I did loue, 
In youth that I thought fwete: 
As time requires for my behoue 
Me thinkes they are not mete, 

My luftes they do me leaue, 
My fanfies all be fledde: 
And traét of time begins to weaue, 
Gray heares vpon my hedde. 

For age with ftelyng fteppes, 
Hath clawed me with his cowche: 
And lufty life away fhe leapes, 

As there had bene none fuch. 

My mufe dothe not delight 
Me as fhe did before: ~ 
My hand and pen are not in plight, 
As they haue bene of yore. 

For reafon me denies, 

This youthly idle rime: 
And day by day to me fhe cryes, 
Leaue of thefe toyes in time. 
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The wrincles in my brow, 
The furrowes in my face: 
Say limpyng age will hedge him now, 
Where youth muft geue him place. 

The harbinger of death, 

Pome lee nimieride: 
The cough, the colde, the gafpyng breath, 
Dothe bid me to prouide. 
A pikeax and a fpade, 
And eke a fhrowdyng fhete, 
A houfe of claye for to be made, 
For fuch a geft moft mete. 

Me thinkes I heare the clarke, 
That knols the careful knell: 

And bids me leaue my wofull warke, 
Er nature me compell. 

My kepers knit the knot, 

That youth did laugh to fcorne : 
Of me that clene fhalbe forgot, 
As I had not ben borne. 

Thus muft I youth geue vp, 
Whofe badge I long did weare: 
To them I yelde the wanton cup 
That better may it beare. 

Loe here the bared feull, 

By whofe balde figne I know: 
That ftoupyng age away fhall pull, 
Which youthfull yeres did fowe. 

For beauty with her bande 
Thefe croked cares hath wrought: 

And shipped me into the lande, 
From whence I firft was brought. 
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And ye that bide behinde, 
Haue ye none other truft : 
As ye of claye were caft by kinde, 
So fhall ye wafte to duft. 


Of the ladie Wentworthes 
death. 


To liue to dye, and dye to liue againe, 

With good renowne of fame well led before 
Here lieth fhe that learned had the lore, 
Whom if the perfect vertues wolden daine. 
To be fet forth with foile of worldly grace, 
Was noble borne and matcht in noble race, 
Lord Wentworthes wife, nor wated to attain 
In natures giftes her praife among the reft, 
But that that gaue her praife aboue the beft 
Not fame her wedlocks chaftnes durft diftain 
Wherein with child deliueryng of her wombe, 
Thuntimely birth hath brought them both in tombe 
So left fhe life by death to liue again. 


the louer accufing hys loue for 


her vnfatthfulneffe, purpofeth 


to line in libertte. 


THE {moky fighes the bitter teares 
That I in vaine haue watfted : 
The broken flepes, the wo and feares, 
That long in me haue lafted: 
The loue and all I owe to thee, 
Here I renounce and make me free. 
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Which fredome I haue by thy guilt, 
And not by my deferuing, 
Since fo vnconftantly thou wilt, 
Not loue, but ftil be fwaruyng. 

To leue me oft which was thine owne, 
Without caufe why as fhalbe knowen. 
The frutes were faire the which did grow, 

Within thy garden planted, 
The leaues were grene of euery bough, 
And moyfture nothing wanted, 
Yet or the bloffoms gan to fall, 
The caterpiller wafted all. 
Thy body was the garden place, 
And fugred wordes it beareth, 
The bloffomes all thy faith it was, 
Which as the canker wereth. 
fie cater pilleruis the tame, 
That hath wonne thee and loft thy name. 
I meane thy louer loued now, 
By thy pretended folye, 
Which will proue lyke, thou fhalt fynd how, 
Unto a tree of holly: 
That barke and bery beares alwayes, 
The one, byrdes feedes, the other flayes. 
And right well mighteft thou haue thy with 
Of thy loue new acquaynted : 
For thou art lyke vnto the difhe 
That Adrianus paynted : 
Wherin wer grapes portrayed fo fayre 
That fowles for foode did there repayre. 
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But I am lyke the beaten fowle 
That from the net efcaped, 
And thou art lyke the rauening owle 
That all the night hath waked. 
For none intent but to betray 
The fleping fowle before the day. 
Thus hath thy loue been unto me 
As pleafant and commodious, 
As was the fyre made on the fea 
By Naulus hate fo odious. 
Therwith to trayn the grekifh hoft 
From Troyes return where they wer loft. 


Lhe loucr for want of his de- 
Juve, fheweth his death 
at hand. 


AS Cypres tree that rent 1s by thewocr. 
As branch or flyppe bereft from whéce it growes 

As well fowen feede for drought that can not fproute 
As gaping ground that raineles can not clofe 

As moules that want the earth to do them bote 

As fifhe on lande to whom no water flowes, 

As Chameleon that lackes the ayer fo fote. 

As flowers do fade when Phebus rareft showes. 

As falamandra repulfed from the fyre: 

So wanting my wishe I dye for my defyre. 
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A happy end excedeth all plea- 
fures and riches of the 
worlde. 


THE shinyng feafon here to fome, 

The glory in the worldes fight, 
Renowmed fame through fortune wonne 
The glitteryng golde the eyes delight. 
The fenfuall life that femes fo fwete, 
The hart with ioyfull dayes replete, 
The thing wherto eche wight ts thrall, 
The happy ende exceadeth all. 


Againft an vnftedfaft 


WOMATL. 


O TEMEROUS tauntres that delights in toyes 
Tumbling cockboat tottryng to and fro, 

Ianglyng ieftres depraueres of fwete 1oyes, 

Ground of the graffe whence al my grief dothe grow 
Sullen ferpent enuironned wt difpite, 

That yll for good at all times doeft requite. 


A pratfe of Petrarke and of Lau- 


ra his lade. 


O PETRARKE hed and prince of poets all, 
Whofe luely gift of flowyng eloquence, 

Wel may we feke, but finde not how or whence 
So rare a gift with thee did rife and fall, 
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Peace to thy bones, and glory immortall 

Be to thy name, and to her excellence. 
Whofe beauty lighted in thy time and fence 
So to be fet forth as none other fhall. 

Why hath not our pens rimes fo pfit wrought 
Ne why our time forth bringeth beauty fuch 
To trye our wittes as golde is by the touche, 
If to the ftile the matter aided ought. 

But therwas neuer Laura more then one, 
And her had petrarke for his paragone. 


That petrark cannot be paffed 
but notwithfianding that 
Lawra ts far furpaffed. 


WITH petrarke to compare there may no wight 
Nor yet attain vnto fo high a ftile, 

But yet I wote full well where is a file, 

To frame a learned man to praife aright : 

Of ftature meane of femely forme and fhap, 
Eche line of iuft proportion to her height : 

Her colour frefhe and mingled with fuch fleight : 
As though the rofe fate in the lilies lap. 

In wit and tong to fhew what may be fed, 

To euery dede fhe ioynes a parfit grace, 

If Lawra liude fhe would her clene deface. 

For I dare fay and lay my life to wed 

That Momus could not if he downe difcended, 
Once iuftly fay lo this may be amended. 
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Againft a cruell woman. 


CRUELL and vnkind whom mercy cannot moue, 
Herbour of vnhappe where rigours rage doth raigne, 
The ground of my griefe where pitie cannot proue: 
To tickle to truft of all vntruth the traine, 

Thou rigorous rocke that ruth cannot remoue. 
Daungerous delph depe dungeon of difdaine : 

The facke of felfe will the cheft of craft and change, 
What caufeth the thus fo caufels for to change. 

Ah piteles plante whome plaint cannot prouoke, 
Darke den of difceite that right doth ftill refufe, 
Caufles vnkinde that carieth vnder cloke 
Cruelty and craft me onely to abufe, 

Statelye and ftubborne withftanding Cupides ftroke, 
Thou merueiloufe mafe that makeft men to mufe, 
Solleyn by felfe will, moft ftony ftiffe and ftraunge, 
What caufeth thee thus caufeleffe for to chaunge. 

Slipper and fecrete where furety can not fowe 
Net of newelty, neaft of newfangleneffe, 


Spring of very fpite, from whence whole fluddes do flow, 


Thou caue and cage of care and craftin effe 

Waueryng willow that euery blaft dothe blowe 
Graffe withouten grothe and caufe of carefulneffe. 
The heape of mifhap of all my griefe the graunge, 
What caufeth thee thus caufeleffe for to chaunge. 
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Haft thou forgote that I was thine infeft, 
By force of loue haddeft thou not hart at all, 
Saweft thou not other that for thy loue were left 
Knoweft thou vnkinde, that nothing mught befall 
From out my hart that could haue the bereft. 
What meaneft thou then at ryot thus to raunge, 
And leaueft thine owne that neuer thought to chauge. 


The louer fheweth what he would 
haue tf wt were graunted him to 
oO 
haue what he would wifhe. 


IF it were fo that God would graunt me my requetit, 

And that I might of earthly thinges haue yt I liked beft. 

I would not wifhe to clime to princely hye eftate, 

Which flipper is and flides fo oft, and hath fo fickle fate. 

Nor yet to conquere realmes with cruell fworde in hande, 

And fo to fhede the giltleffe bloude of fuch as would with- 
ftand. 

Nor I would not defire in worldly rule to raigne, 

Whofe frute is all vnquietneffe, and breakyng of the braine. 

Nor richeffe in exceffe of vertue fo abhorde, 

I would not craue which bredeth care and caufeth all dis- 
corde. 

But my requeft fhould be more worth a thoufand folde : 

That I might haue and her enioye that hath my hart in 
holde. 

Oh God what lufty life fhould we liue then for euer, 

In pleafant ioy and perfeét bliffe, to length our liues to- 

cether. 
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With wordes of frendlye chere, and lokes of liuely loue, 

To vtter all our hotte defires, which neuer fhould remoue. 

But grofe and gredie wittes which grope but on the ground. 

To gather muck of worldly goodes which oft do them con- 
founde. 

Can not attaine to knowe the mifteries deuine 

Of perfite loue wherto hie wittes of knowledge do incline 

A nigard of his gold fuche ioye can neuer haue 

Which gettes wt toile and kepes with care and is his money 
flaue. 

As they enioy alwayes that tafte loue in his kinde, 

For they do holde continually a heauen in their minde. 

No worldly goodes could bring my hart fo great an eafe, 

As for to finde or do the thing that might my ladye pleafe. 

For by her onely loue my hart fhould haue all ioye, 

And with the fame put care away, and all that could 
annoy. 

As if that any thyng fhold chance to make me fadde, 

The touching of her corall lippes would ftraighteways make 
me gladde, 

And when that in my heart I fele that dyd me greue 

With one imbracing of her armes fhe might me fone re- 
leuce 

And as the Angels all which fit in heauen hye 

With prefence and the fight of god haue theyr felicitie. 

So lykewyfe I in earth, fhould haue all earthly blis, 

With prefence of that paragon, my god in earth that is. 
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The lady forfaken of her louer, 
brayeth his returne, or the end 


of her own life. 


To loue, alas, who would not feare 
That feeth my wofull ftate, 
For he to whom my heart I beare 
Doth me extremely hate, 
And why therfore I cannot tell, 
He will no lenger with me dwell. 
Did you not fewe and long me ferue 
Ere I you graunted grace? 
And will you this now from me fwarue 
That neuer did trefpace ? 
Alas poore woman then alas, 
A wery lyfe here muft I paffe. 
And is there now no remedy 
But that you will forgeat her, 
Ther was a tyme when that perdy 
You would haue heard her better, 
But now that time is gone and patt, 
And all your loue is but a blaft. 
And can you thus breake your beheft 
In dede and can you fo? 
Did you not fweare you loude me bett, 
And can you now fay no? 
Remember me poore wight in payne, 
And for my fake turne once agayne. 
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Alas poore Dido now I fele 
Thy prefent paynful ftate, 
When falfe Eneas did hym ftele 
From thee at Carthage gate. 
And left thee fleapyng in thy bedde, 
Regardyng not what he had fayd. 
Was neuer woman thus betrayed, 
Nor man fo falfe forfworne 
His faith and trouth fo ftrongly tayed, 
Untruth hath alltotorne: 
But I haue leaue for my good will, 
To waile and wepe alone my fill. 
But fince it will not better be, 
My teares fhall neuer blyn: 
do moitt-the earth in fuch deoree, 
That I may drowne therin : 
That by my death all men may faye, 
Lo women are as true as they. 
By me all women may beware, 
That fee my wofull fmart, 
To feke true loue let them not fpare, 
Before they fet their hart. 
Or els they may become as I, 
Which for my truth am like to dye. 


The louer yelden into his ladies 
handes, praieth mercie. 


IN fredome was my fantafie 
Abhorryng bondage of the minde, 
But now I yelde my libertie, 
And willingly my felfe I binde. 
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Truely to ferue with all my hart, 
Whiles life doth laft not to reuart. 
Her beauty bounde me firft of all 

And forft my will for to confent : 
And agree toi beter tira, 
For as fhe lift I I am content, 
My will is hers in that I may, 
And where fhe biddes I will obey. 
It lieth in her my wo or welth, 
She may do that fhe liketh beft, 
If that fhe lift I haue my helth, 
If fhe lift not in wo I reft. 
Sins I am faft within her bandes, 
My wo and welth lieth in her handes. 
She can no leffe then pitie me, 
Sith that my faith to her is knowne, 
It were to much extremitie, 
With cruelty to vfe her owne. 
Alas a finnefull enterprice, 
To flay that yeldes at her deuice. 
But I thinke not her hart fo harde, 
Nor that fhe hath fuch cruell luft: 
I doubt nothing of her reward, 
For my defert but well I truft, 
As fhe hath beauty to allure, 
So hath fhe a hart that will recure. 
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That nature which worketh al thinges 
for our behofe, hath made Wo- 
men alfo for our comfort 
and delite. 


AMONG dame natures workes fuch perfite lawe is wrought, 
That things be ruled by courfe of kinde in order as they 
ought 
And ferueth in their ftate, in fuch iuft frame and forte, 
That flender wits may iudge the fame, & make therof 
report. 
Beholde what fecrete force the winde dothe eafely fhowe, 
Which guides the fhippes amid the feas if he his bellowes 
blow. 
The waters wax in wilde where bluftering blaftes do rife, 
Vet feldome do they paffe their bondes for nature that 
denife. 
The fire which boiles the leade and trieth out the golde, 
Hath in his power both help and hurt if he his force 
vnfolde. 
The froft which kilth the fruite doth knit the brufed bones: 
And is a medecin of kind prepared for the nones. 
The earth in whofe entrails the foode of man doth liue, 
At euery fpring and fall of leafe what plefure doth fhe 
c1ue, 
The aier which life defires and is to helth fo fwete 
Of nature yeldes fuch liuely fmelles that cofortes euery 
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The fonne through natures might doth draw away the dew, 
And fpredes ye flowers where he is wat his princely face to 
thew. 
The Mone which may be cald the lanterne of the nicht, 
Is halfe a guide to traueling men fuch vertue hath her 
light. 
The fters not vertueleffe are bewtie to the eies, 
A lodes man to the mariner a figne of calmed {kies, 
The flowers and fruitefull trees to man doe tribute pay, 
And when they haue their duety done by courfe they fade 
away. 
Eche beaft both fithe and foule, doth offer lief and all 
To norifhe man and do him eafe yea ferue him at his call, 
The ferpentes venemous, whofe vglye fhapes we hate, 
Are foueraigne falues for fondry fores, & nedefull in their 
{tate. 
Sith nature fhewes her power, in eche thing thus at large, 
Why fhould not man fubmit hymfelf to be in natures 
charge. 
Who thinkes to flee her force, at length becomes her thrall, 
The wyfeft cannot flip her fnare, for nature gouernes all. 
Lo, nature gaue vs fhape, lo nature fedes our lyues: 
The they are worfe thé mad I think, againft her force 
yt {triues. 
Though fome do vfe to fay, which can do nought but fayne, 
Women were made for this intent, to put vs men to payne, 
Yet fure I think they are a pleafure to the mynde, 
A ioy which man can neuer want, as nature hath affynde. 
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When adzerfitie ts once fallen 
zt 1s to late to beware. 


To my mifhap alas I fynde 
That happy hap is daungerous: 
And fortune worketh but her kynd 
To make the ioyfull dolorous. 

But all to late it comes to minde, 
To waile the want that makes me blinde. 

Amid my mirth and pleafantneffe, 

Such chaunce is chaunced fodainly, 
That in difpaire without redreffe, 

I finde my chiefeft remedy. 

No new kinde of vnhappineffe, 
Should thus haue left me comfortleffe. 

Who wold haue thought that my requeft, 
Should bring me forth fuch bitter frute : 
But now is hapt that I feard left, 

And all this harme comes by my {fute, 
For when I thought me happieft, 
Euen then hapt all my chiefe vnreft. 

In better cafe was neuer none 
And yet vnwares thus am I trapt, 

My chiefe defire doth caufe me mone, 
And to my harme my welth is hapt, 
There is no man but I alone, 

That hath fuch caufe to figh and mone. 
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Thus am I taught for to beware 
And truft no more fuch pleafant chance, 
My happy happe bred me this care, 
And brought my mirth to great mifchance. 
There is no man whom happe will fpare, 
But when fhe lift his welth is bare. 


Of a louer that made his one- 
lye God of hts loue. 


AL you that frendfhip do profeffe, 
And of a frende prefent the place : 
Geue eare to me that did poffeffe, 
AS frendly frutes as) ye imbrace: 
And to declare the circumftaunce, ‘ 
There were them felues that did ausunees 
To teache me truely how to take, 
A faithfull frende for vertues fake. 
But I as one of little fkill, 
To know what good might grow therby, 
Vnto my welth I had no will, 
Nor to my nede I had none eve, 
But as the childe dothe learne to go, 
So I in time did learne to know. 
Of all good frutes the world brought forth, 
A faythfull frende is thing moft worth. 
Then with all care I fought to finde, 
One worthy to receiue fuch truft : 
One onely that was riche in minde, 
One fecrete, fober, wife, and iuft. 
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Whom riches coulde not raife at all, 
Nor pouertie procure to fall : 
And to be fhort in few wordes plaine, 
One fuch a frend I did attaine. 
And when I did enioy this welth, 
Who lied lord in {uch @ cafe, 
_ For to my frendes it was great helth, 
And to my foes a fowle deface, 
Aad to my felfe a thing fo riche 
As feke the worlde and finde none fich 
Thus by this frende I fet fuch ftore, 
As by my felfe I fet no more. 
This frende fo much was my delight 


When care had clene orecome my hart, 


One thought of her rid care as quite, 

As neuer care had caufed my fmarte 

Thus ioyed I in my frende fo dere 

Was neuer frende fate man fo nere, 

I carde for her fo much alone, 

That other God I carde for none. 
But as it dothe to them befall, 


That to them felues refpect haue none: 


So my fwete graffe is growen to gall, 
Where I fowed mirthe I reaped mone 
This ydoll that I honorde fo, 
Is now transformed to my fo, 


That me moft pleafed me moft paynes, 


And in difpaire my hart remaines. 
And for iuft fcourge of fuch defart, 
Thre plages I may my felfe affure, 
Firft of my frende to lofe my parte, 
And next my life may not endure, 
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And laft of all the more to blame, 
My foule fhall fuffer for the fame, 
Wherfore ye frendes I warne you all, 
Sitiaitetor feareron iuchiaitall 


Vpon the death of Sir Antony 
Denny. 


DEATH and the kyng did as it were contende, 
Which of them two bare Denny greateft loue. 
The king to thew his loue gan farre extende, 
Did him aduaunce his betters farre aboue. 

Nere place, much welthe, great honour eke him caue, 
To make it knowen what power great princes haue. 
But when death came with his triumphant cift, 

From worldly cark he quite his weried choft, 
Free from the corps, and ftraight to heauen it lift, 
Now deme that can who did for Denny moft. 
The king gaue welth but fadyng and vnfure, 
Death brought him bliffe that euer fhall endure. 


A comparifon of the louers patnes. 


LYKE as the brake within the riders hande, 
Dothe ftrayne the horfe nye woode with griefe of payne, 
Nor vfed before to come in fuch a bande, 

Striaeth for griefe, although godwot in vayne, 
To be as erft he was at libertie, 
But force of force dothe ftraine the contrary. 
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Euen fo fince band dothe caufe my deadly gtiefe, 
That made me fo my wofull chaunce lament, 
Like thing hath brought me into paine and mifchiefe, 
Saue willingly to it I did affent. 
To binde the thing in fredome which was free, 
That now full fore alas repenteth me. 


Of a Rofemary braunche fente. 


SUCHE grene to me as you haue fent, 
Such grene to you I fende agayn: 
A flowring hart that wyll not feint, 
For drede of hope or loffe of gaine : 
A ftedfaft thought all wholy bent, 
So that he maye your grace obtain: 
As you by proofe haue alwaies fene, 
To liue your owne and alwayes grene. 


To his loue of hts con- 
fiant hart. 


As I haue bene fo will I euer be, 
Unto my death and lenger yf I might. 
Haue I of loue the frendly lokyng eye, 
Haue I of fortune the fauour or the fpite, 
I am of rock by proofe as you may fee: 
Not made of waxe nor of no metall light, 
As leefe to dye, by chaunge as to deceaue, 
Or breake the promife made. And fo I leaue. 
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Of the token which his 
loue fent him. 


The golden apple that the Troyan boy, 
Gaue to Venus the fayreft of the thre, 
Which was the caufe of all the wrack of Troy, 
Was not receiued with a greater ioye, 
Then was the fame (my loue) thou fent to me 
It healed my fore it made my forowes free, 
[t gaue me hope it banifht mine annoy : 
Thy happy hand full oft of me was blift, 
That can geue fuch a falue when that thou lift. 


y 


Manhode auaileth not without 
good Fortune. 


THO Cowerd oft whom deinty viandes fed, 
That bofted much his ladies eares to pleafe, 
By helpe of them whom vnder him he led 
Hath reapt the palme that valiance could not ceafe. 
The vnexpert that fhoores vnknowen neare fought, 
Whom Neptune yet apaled not with feare: 
In wandryng fhippe on truftleffe feas hath tought, 
The {kill to fele that time to long doth leare. 
The fportyng knight that fcorneth Cupides kinde, 
With fayned chere the payned caufe to brede: 
In game vnhides the leden {parkes of minde, 
And gaines the gole, where glowyng flames fhould fpede, 
Thus I fee proufe that trouth and manly hart, 
May not auayle, if fortune chaunce to {tart. 
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That conflancy of all vertues 
7s moft worthy. 


THOUGH in the waxe a perfect picture made, 
Dothe fhew as fayre as in the marble {tone, 
Yet do we fee it is eftemed of none, 
Becaufe that fire or force the forme dothe fade. 
Wheras the marble holden is full dere, 
Since that endures the date of lenger dayes. 
Of Diamondes it is the greateft prayfe, 
So long to laft and alwayes one tappere. 
Then if we do efteme that thing for beft, 
Which in perfeétion lengeft time dothe laft: 
And that moft vayne that turnes with euery blaft 
What iewell then with tonge can be expreft. 
Like to that hart where loue hath framed fuch fethe, 
That can not tadé* but by the force of dethe. 


A comfort to the complaynt 
of Theficlts. 


THESTILIS thou fely man, why doft thou fo complaine, 

If nedes thy loue will thee forfake, thy mourning is in 
vaine., 

For none can force the ftreames againft their courfe to 
ronne, 

Nor yet vnwillyng loue with teares or wailyng can be 

wonne. 
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Ceafe thou therfore thy plaintes, let hope thy forowes eafe, 
The fhipmen though their failes be rent yet hope to fcape 


the feas 

Though ftraunge fhe feme a while, yet thinke fhe will not 
chauge 

Good caufes driue a ladies loue, fometime to feme full 
{traunge. 


No louer that hath wit, but can forfee fuch happe, 

That no wight can at wifh or will flepe in his ladies lappe. 

Achilles for a time fayre Brifes forgo, 

Yet did they mete with ioye againe, then thinke thou maift 
do fo. 

Though he and louers al in loue fharpe ftormes do finde, 

Difpaire not thou pore Theftilis though thy loue feme vn- 
kinde. 

Ah thinke her graffed loue can not fo fone decay, 

Hie fpringes may ceafe from fwellyng ftyll, but neuer dry 
away 

Oft ftormes of louers yre, do more their loue encreafe : 

As fhinyng funne refrefhe the frutes whé rainyng gins to 
ceafe. 

When fpringes are waxen lowe, then muft they flow againe, 

So fhall thy hart aduaunced be, to pleafure out of paine. 

When lacke of thy delight moft bitter griefe apperes, 

Thinke on Etrafcus worthy loue that lafted thirty yeres, 

Which could not long atcheue his hartes defired choyfe, 

Yet at theende he founde rewarde  thatwemiedewninweo 
reloyce. 

Since he fo long in hope with pacience did remaine, 

Can not thy feruent loue forbeare thy loue a moneth or 

twaine. 
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Admit fhe minde to chaunge and nedes will thee forgo, 

Is there no mo may thee delight but fhe that paynes 
thee {o¢ 

Theftilis draw to the towne and loue as thou haft done, 

In time thou knoweft by faythfull loue as good as fhe is 
wonne. 

And leaue the defert woodes and waylyng thus alone, 

And feke to falue thy fore els where, if all her loue be 
gonne. 


The vncertaine fiate of a louer. 


LYKE as the rage of raine, 
Filles riuers with exceffe, 
And as the drought againe, 
Dothe draw them leffe and leffe. 

So I bothe fall and clyme, 
With no and yea fometime. 
As they fwell hye and hye, 
So doth encreafe my ftate, 
As they fall drye and drye, 
So doth my wealth abate, 
As yea is mixt with no, 
So mirthe is mixt with wo. 
As nothing can endure, 
That liues and lackes reliefe, 
So nothing can ftande fure, 
Where chaunge dothe raigne as chiefe, 
Wherfore I muft intende, 
To bowe when others bende. 
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And when they laugh to fmile, 
And when they wepe to waile, 
And when they craft, begile, 
And when they fight, affayle, 
And thinke there is no chaunge, 
Can make them feme to ftraunge. 

Oh moft vnhappy flaue, 

What man may leade this courfe, 
To lacke he would fayneft haue, 
Or els to do much worfe. 

Thefe be rewardes to fuch, 

As liue and loue to much. 


The louer in libertie fmileth at them 
in thraldome, that fometime 
Scorned his bondage. 


AT libertie I fit and fee, 
Them that haue erft laught me to f{corne: 
Whipt with the whip that fcourged me, 
And now they banne that they were borne. 

I fee them fit full foberlye, 

And thinke their earneft lokes to hide: 
Now in them felues they can not f{pye, 
That they or this in me haue fpied. 

I fee them fittyng all alone, 

Markyng the fteppes ech worde and loke: 
And now they treade where I haue gone 
The painfull pathe that I forfoke. 
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Now I fee well I faw no whit, 
When they faw well that now are blinde 
But happy hap hath made me quit, 
And iuft iudgement hath them affinde. 

I fee them wander all alone, 

And trede full faft in dredfull dout : 
The felfe fame pathe that I haue gone, 
Bleffed be hap that brought me out. 

At libertie all this I fee, 

And fay no worde but erft among : 
Smiling at them that laught at me, 
Lo fuch is hap marke well my fong. 


A compartifon of his loue wyth the 
faithfull and painful loue of 
Troylus to Crefide. 


I READ how Troylus ferued in Troy, 
A lady long and many a day, 
And how he bode fo great anoy, 
For her as all the ftories faye, 
That halfe the paine had neuer man, 
Which had this wofull Troyan than. 
His youth, his fport, his pleafant chere, 
His courtly ftate and company, 
In him fo ftraungly altred were, 
With fuch a face of contrary. 
That euery ioye became a wo, 
This poyfon new had turned him fo. 
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And what men thought might moft him eafe 
And moft that for his comfort ftode, 

The fame did moft his minde difpleafe, 
And fet him moft in furious mode. 

For all his pleafure euer lay, 

To thinke on her that was away. 

His chamber was his common walke, 
Wherin he kept him feretely, 

He made his bedde the place of talke, 
To heare his great extremitie. 
In nothing els had he delight, 
But euen to be a martyr right. 

And now to call her by her name 
And ftraight therwith to figh and throbbe: 
And when his fanfyes might not frame, 
Then into teares, and fo to fobbe, 

All in extreames and thus he lyes 
Making two fountayns of his eyes. 

As agues haue fharpe fhiftes of fittes 
Of colde and heat fucceffiuely : 

So had his head like chaunge of wittes: 
This pacience wrought fo diuertly. 

Now vp, now downe, now here, now there, 
Like one that was he wift not where. 

And thus though he were Pryams fonne 
And commen of the kinges hie bloude, 
This care he had er he her wonne. 

Till fhee that was his maiftreffe good, 
And lothe to fee her feruaunt fo, 
Became Phificion to his wo. 
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And toke him to her handes and grace, 


And faid fhe would her minde apply, 
To helpe him in his wofull cafe, 

If fhe might be his remedy. 

And thus they fay to eafe his fmart, 
She made him owner of her hart. 

And truth it is-except they lye, 
From that day forth her ftudy went, 
To fhew to loue him faithfully, 

And his whole minde full to content. 
So happy man at laft was he, 
And eke so worthy a woman fhe. 

Lo lady then iudge you by this 
Mine eafe and how my cafe dothe fall, 
For fure betwene my life and his, 

No differeuce there is at all. 
His care was great fo was his paine 
And mine is not the left of twaine. 

For what he felt in feruice true 

For her whom that he loued fo, 

The fame I fele as large for you, 

To whom I do my feruice owe, 

There was that time in him no payne, 
That now the fame in me dothe raine. 

Which if you can compare and waye, 
And how I {ftande in euery plight, 
Then this for you I dare well faye, 
Your hart muft nedes remorce me right 
To graunt me grace and fo to do, 


As Crefide then did Troylus to. 
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For well I wot you are as good 
And euen as faire as euer was fhee, 
And commen of as worthy bloode, 
And haue in you as large pitie. 

To tender me your owne true man, 
As fhe did him her feruaunt than. 

Which gift I pray God for my fake, 
Full fone and fhortly you me fende, 
So fhall you make my forowes flake, 
So fhall you bring my wo to ende. 
And fet me in as happy cafe, 

As Troylus with his lady was. 


To leade a vertuous and 


honeft life, 


FLEE fro the prefe & dwell with fothfaftnes 
Suffife to thee thy good though it be fmall, 
For horde hath hate and climyng tickleneffe 
Praife hath enuy, and weall is blinde in all 
Fauour no more, then thee behoue fhall. 
Rede well thy felf that others well canft rede, 
And trouth fhall the deliuer it is no drede. 

Paine thee not eche croked tojredreite 
In hope of her that turneth as a ball, 

Great reft {tandeth in litle bufyneffe, 

Beware alfo to fpurne againft a nall, 

Striue not as doth a crcoke againft a wall, 
Deme firft thy felfe, that demeft others dede 
And trouth fhall the deliuer, it is no drede. 
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That the is fent, receiue in boxomneffe, 
The wreftling of this world axith a fall: 
Here is no home, here is but wilderneffe. 
Forth pilgrame forth beaft out of thy ftall, 
Looke vp on high, giue thankes to god of all: 
Weane well thy luft, and honeft life ay leade, 
So trouth fhall the deliuer, it is no dreade. 


The wounded louer determineth to 
make fute to his lady for 
his rvecure. 


Sins Mars firft moued warre or ftirred men to ftrife, 

Was neuer feen fo fearce a fight, I fcarce could {cape with 
life. 

Refift fo long I did, till death approched fo nye, 

To faue my felfe I thought it beft with fpede away to fly. 

In daunger {till I fled, by flight I thought to fcape 

From my dere foe, it vailed not, alas it was to late. 

For venus from her campe brought Cupide with hys 
bronde, 

Who fayd now yelde, or els defire fhall chace the in euery 
londe. 

Yet would I not ftraite yelde, till fanfy fierfly ftroke, 

Who from my will did cut the raines and charged me w' this 
yoke 

Then all the dayes and nightes mine eare might heare the 
found, 

What carefull fighes my heart would fteale to fele it felf fo 
bound 
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For though within my breft, thy care I worke he fayd, 

Why for good wyll dideft thou behold her perfing iye dis- 
playde. 

Alas the fithe is caught, through baite, that hides the hoke, 

Euen fo her eye me trained hath, and tangled with her 
loke. 

But or that it be long, my hart thou fhalt be faine, 

To ftay my life pray her furththrowe fwete lokes wha I 
coplaine 

When that fhe fhall deny, to doe me that good turne, 

Then fhall fhe fee to afhes gray, by flames my body 
burne. 

Defearte of blame to her, no wight may yet impute, 

For feare of nay I neuer fought, the way to frame my fute. 

Yet hap what hap fhall, delay I may to long, 

Affay I fhall for I here fay, the ftill man oft hath wrong. 


The louer fhewing of the continuall 
pames that abide within his breft 
determineth to die becaufe he 
can not haue redreffe. 


THE dolefull bell that ftill dothe ring, 
The wofull knell of all my ioyes: 
The wretched hart dothe perce and wringe 
And fils mine eare with deadly noyes. 
The hongry vyper in my breft, 
That on my hart dothe lye and knawe: 
Dothe dayly brede my new vnreft, 
And deper fighes dothe caufe me drawe. 


, 


Poems by Vucertain Auctours. 


And though I force bothe hande and eye, 
On pleafant matter to attende: 
My forowes to deceaue therby, 
And wretched life for to amende. 

Yet goeth the mill within my hart, 
Which gryndeth nought but paine and wo: 
And turneth all my ioye to fmart, 

The euill corne it yeldeth fo. 

Though Venus fmile with yeldyng eyes, 
And fwete mufike both play and finge: 
Yet doth my fprites fele none of thefe, 
The clacke dothe at mine eare fo ringe. 

As {malleft fparckes vncared for, 

To greateft flames dothe foneft growe, 
Euen fo did this myne inwarde fore, 
Begin in game and ende in wo. 

And now by vfe fo fwift it goeth, 
That nothing can mine eares fo fil : 
But that the clacke it ouergoeth, 

And plucketh me backe into the myll. 
But fince the mill will nedes about, 
The pinne wheron the whele dothe go: 

I wyll affaye to ftrike it out, 
And fo the myll to ouerthrow. 


Lhe power of loue ouer gods 


them felues. 


FOR loue Appollo (his Godhead fet afide) 
Was feruant to the kyng of Theffaley, 

Whofe daughter was fo pleafant in his eye, 
That bothe his harpe and fawtrey he defide. 
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And bagpipe folace of the rurall bride, 

Did puffe and blowe and on the holtes hy, 

His cattell kept with that rude melody, 

And oft eke him that doth the heauens gyde. 
Hath loue transformed to fhapes for him to bafe 
Tranfmuted thus fometime a fwan is he, 

Leda taccoye, and eft Europe to pleale 

A milde white bull, vnwrinckled front and face, 
Suffreth her play tyll on his backe lepeth fhe, 
Whom in great care he ferieth through the feas. 


Of the futteltye of craftye 
louers. 


SUCH waiward waies haue fome when folly ftirres their 
braines 

To fain and plaine full oft of loue when left they fele his 
paynes. 

And for to fhew a griefe fuch craft haue they in ftore, 

That they can halt and lay a falue wheras they fele no 
fore. 

As hounde vnto the fote, or dogge vnto the bow, 

So are they made to vent her out whom bent to loue they 
know 

That if I fhould difcribe on hundred of their driftes 

Two hudred witts befide mine owne I fhould put to their 
fhiftes 

No woodman better knowes howfor to lodge his dere 

Nor fhypman on the fea that more hath {kill to guide the 

tere 
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Nor beaten dogge to herd can warer chofe his game, 

Nor fcholeman to his fanfy can a fcholer better frame. 

Then one of thefe which haue olde Ouids art in vre, 

Can feke the wayes vnto their minde a woman to allure. 

As rounde about a hiue the bees do fwarme alway, 

So rounde about ye houfe they preafe wherin they feke their 
pray. 

And whom they fo befege, it is a wonderous thing, 

What crafty engins to affault thefe wily warriers bring. 

The eye as fcout and watch to ftirre both to and fro, 

Doth ferue ftale her here & there where fhe doth come 
and go, 

The tonge doth plede for right as herauld of the hart: 

And both the handes as oratours do ferue to point theyr 
part. 

So fhewes the countinaunce then with thefe fowre to 
agree, 

As though in witnes with the reft it wold hers fworne be. 

But if fhe then miftruft it would turne black to whyte, 

For that the woorrier lokes moft fmoth whe he wold faineft 
bite: 

Then wit as counfellor a help for this to fynde: 

Straight makes ye hand as fecret ayr forthwith to write his 
minde 

And fo the letters ftraight embaffadours are made, 

ortteate i haltstor to-procurevher tola better trade 

Wherin if fhe do think all this is but a shewe, 

Or but a fubtile mafking cloke to hyde a craft ye fhrewe. 

Then come they to the larme, then fhew they in the fielde, 

Then mutter they in colours f{trange that wayes to make her 
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Then fhoote they batrye of, then compaffe they her in, 

At tilte and turney oft they ftriue this felly foule to win. 

Then found they on their Lutes then ftrain they forth their 
foge, 

Then romble they with inftrumentes to laye her quite a 
long. 

Then borde they her with giftes then doe they woe and 
watche, 

Then night and day they labour hard this fimple holde to 
catche. 

As pathes within a woode, or turnes within a mafe: 

So then they fhewe of wyles & craftes they can a thoufand 
wayes, 


Of the diffembling louer. 


GIRT in my giltleffe gowne as I fit here and fow, 

I fee that thynges are not in dede as to the outward 
fhow. 

And who fo lift to loke and note thinges fomewhat nere: 

Shall fynd wher playneffe femes to hatit nothing but craft 
appere 

For with indifferent eyes my felf can well difcerne, 

How fome to guide a fhip in ftormes feke for to take the 
{terne, 

Whofe practife yf were proued in calme to ftere a barge, 

Affuredly beleue it well it were to great a charge. 

And fome I fee agayne fit ftyll and faye but fmall, 

That could do ten tymes more than they that faye they can 

do all. 
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Whofe goodly giftes are fuch the more they vnderftande, 

The more they feke to learne and knowe & take leffe charge 
in had 

And to declare more plain the tyme fletes not fo fatt: 

But I can beare full well in minde the fonge now fotge, and 
patt, 

The authour wherof came wrapt in a craftye cloke: 

With will to force a flamyng fire where he could raife no 
{moke. 4 

If power and will had ioynde as it appeareth plaine, 

The truth nor right had tane no place their vertues had 
ben vain. 

So that you may perceiue, and I may fafely fe, 

The innocent that giltleffe is, condemned fhould haue be. 


The promtfe of a conflant louer. 


AS Lawrell leaues that ceafe to be grene, 
From parching funne, nor yet from winters thrette: 
As hardened oke that fearth no fworde fo kene, 

As flint for toole in twaine that will not frette. 

As faft as rocke or piller furely fet 

So faft am I to you and aye haue bene. 

Affuredly whom I can not forget, 

For ioy, for paine, for torment nor for tene. 

For loffe, for gayne, for frownyng, nor for thret. 
But euer one, yea bothe in calme or blaft, 
Your faithfull frende, and will be to the laft. 
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Againft him that had flaundered 
a gentlewoman with 


him felfe. 


FALSE may he be, and by the powers aboue, 
Neuer haue he good fpede or lucke in loue. 
That fo can lye or fpot the worthy fame, 

Of her for whom thou. R. art to blame. 

For chafte Diane that hunteth ftill the chafe, 
And all her maides that fue her in the race. 
With faire bowes bent and arrowes by their fide, 
Can faye that thou in this haft falfely lied, 

For neuer honge the bow vpon the wall, 

Of Dianes temple no nor neuer fhall. 

Of broken chafte the facred vowe to {pot, 

Of her whom thou dofte charge fo large I wot. 
But if ought be wherof her blame may rife, 

It is in that fhe did not well aduife 

To marke the right as now fhe dothe thee know, 
Falfe of thy dedes falfe of thy talke alfo. 

Lurker of kinde like ferpent layd to bite, 

As poyfon hid vnder the fuger white. 

What daunger fucke? So was the houfe defilde, 
Of Collatine: fo was the wife begilde. 

So fmarted fhe, and by a trayterous force, 

The Cartage quene fo fhe forbid her corfe. 

So ftrangled was the R. fo depe can auoyde, 
Fye traytour fye, to thy fhame be it fayd, 
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Thou dunghyll crowe that crokeft agaynift the rayne, 
Home to thy hole, brag not with Phebe agayne. 
Carrion for the and lothfome be thy voyce, 

Thy fong is fowle I wery of thy noyce. 

Thy blacke fethers, which are thy wearyng-wede, 
Wet them with teares and forowe for thy dede. 
And in darke caues, where yrkefome wormes do crepe, 
Lurke thou all daye, and flye when thou fhouldeft flepe. 
And neuer light where liuyng thing hath life, 

But eat and drinke where ftincke and filthe is rife. 
For fhe that is a fowle of fethers bryght, 

Admit she toke fome pleafure in thy fight. 

As fowle of ftate fometimes delight to take, 

Fowle of meane fort their flight with them to make. 
For play of winge or folace of their kinde: 

But not in fort as thou doft breke thy mynde. 

Not for to treade with fuch foule fowle as thou, 

No no I fwere and I dare it here auowe. 

Thou neuer fetteft thy fote within her neff, 

Boaft not fo broade then to thine owne vnreft. 

But blushe for shame for in thy face it {tandes. 
And thou canft not vnfpot it with thy handes. 

For all the heauens againft thee recorde beare, 
And all in earth againft thee eke will fweare. 

That thou in this art euen none other man, 

But as the iudges were to Sufan than. 

Forgers of that where to their luft them prickt, 
Bashe, blafer then the truth hath thee conuict. 

But she a woman of her worthy fame, 

Vnfpotted ftandes, and thou haft caught the shame. 
And there I pray to God that it may reft, 

Falfe as thou art, as falfe as is the beft, NN 
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That fo canft wrong the noble kinde of man, 
In whom all trouth firft floorift and began. 
And fo hath ftande till now the wretched part, 
Hath {potted vs of whofe kinde one thou art. 
That all the shame that euer rofe or may, 

Of shamefall dede on thee may light I faye, 
And on thy kinde, and thus I wishe thee rather, 
That all'thy fede may like be to theirtatherm 
Vntrue as thou, and forgers as thou art, 

So as all we be blameleffe of thy part. 

And of thy dede. And thus I do thee leaue, 
Still to be falfe, and falfely to deceaue. 


A pratfe of matftreffe 
Ryce. 


I HEARD when Fame with thundryng voice did fommon to 
appere 

The chiefe of natures children all that kinde had placed 
here: 

To view what brute by vertue got their liues could iuftly 
craue, 

And bade the shew what praife by truth they worthy were 
to haue 

Wherwith I faw how Venus came and put her felf in place, 

And gaue her ladies leue at large to ftand and pleade their 
cafe. 

Eche one was calde by name arowe, in that affemble there, 

That hence are gone or here remaines- in court or othet. 

where. 
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A folemne filence was proclaimde, the iudges fate and 


heard, 

What truth could tell or craft could faine, & who fhould be 
preferd. 

Then beauty flept before the barre, whofe breft and neck was 
bare 

With heare truft vp and on her head a caule of gold fhe 
ware. 

Thus Cupides thralles began to flock whofe hongry eyes 
did fay 

That fhe had ftayned all the dames that prefent were that 
day. 


For er fhe fpake wt whifpring words, the preafe was filde 
throughout 

And fanfy forced common voyce therat to geue a shoute. 

Which cried to fame take forth thy trump, & found her 
praife on hie 

That glads the hart of euery wight that her beholdes with 
eve: 

What ftirre and rule (quod order than) do thefe rude people 
make, 

We holde her beft that fhall deferue a praife for vertues fake, 

This fentence was no foner faid but beauty therewith blutht, 

The audience ceafed with the fame, and cuery thing was 


whutht. 
Then fineneffe thought by trainyng talke to win that 
beauty loft. 


And whet her tonges with ioly wordes, and fpared for no coft. 
Yet wantonneffe could not abide, but brake her tale in hafte, 
And peuifhe pride for pecockes plumes wold nedes be hieft 
platt. 
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And therwithall came curioufneffe and carped out of frame. 

The audience laught to here the ftrife as they beheld the 
fame. 

Yet reafon fone appefde the brute, her reuerence made and 
don, 

She purchafed fauour for to fpeake and thus her tale begoon, 

Sins bountye fhall the garland were and crowned be by 
fame, 

O happy iudges call for her for fhe deferues the fame. 

Where téperance gouernes bewtyes flowers & glory is not 
fought 

And fhamefaft mekenes maftreth pride & vertue dwels in 
thought 

Byd her come forth and fhew her face or els affent eche one, 

That true report fhall graue her name in gold or marble 
{tone. 

For all the world to rede at will what worthines doth retft, 

In perfect pure vnfpotted life which fhe hath here poffeft. 

Then fkill rofe vp and fought the preace to find if yt he 
might 

A perfon of fuch honeft name that men fhould praife of 
right. 

This one I faw full fadly fit and fhrinke her felf a side, 

Whofe fober lokes did fhew what gifts her wiefly grace did 
hide 

Lo here (quod {fkill, good people all) is Lucrece left aliue, 

And fhe fhall moft excepted be that left for praife did 
{triue. 

No lenger fame could hold her peace, but blew a blaft fo hye, 

That made an eckow in the ayer and fowning through the 

{ky. 
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The voice was loude & thus it fayd come Rife with happy 
daies, 

Thy honeft life hath wonne the fame & crowned thee with 
praies. 

And when I heard my maiftres name I thruft amids the 
throng. 

And clapt my handes and wifht of god yt she might profper 
long. 


Of one vniufily 
defamed. 


I NE can clofe in short and cunning verfe, 
Thy worthy praife of bountie by defart : 
The hatefull fpite and flaunder to reherfe. 
Of them that fee but know not what thou art, 

For kind by craft hath wrought thee fo to eye, 
That no wight may thy wit and vertue fpye. 

But he haue other fele then outward fight, 

The lack wherof doth hate and fpite to trie 

Thus kind thy craft is let of vertues light: 

See how the outward shew the wittes may dull: 
Not of the wife but as the moft entend, 

Minerua yet might neuer perce their fcull, 

That Circes cup and Cupides brand hath blend. 
Whofe fonde affects now fturred haue their braine, 
So dothe thy hap thy hue with colour ftaine. 
Beauty thy foe thy shape doubleth thy fore, 
To hide thy wit and shewe thy vertue vayne, 
Fell were thy fate, if wifdome were not more. 
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I meane by thee euen G, by name, 

Whom ftormy windes of enuy and difdaine, 

Do toffe with boifteous blaftes of wicked fame. 
Where {tedfaftneffe as chiefe in thee dothe raigne, 
Pacience thy fetled minde dothe guide and ftere, 
Silence and shame with many refteth there. 

Till time thy mother lift them forth to call, 
Happy is he that may enioye them all. 


Of the death of the late county 
of Penbroke. 


YET once againe my mufe I pardon pray, 
Thine intermittedHone dite pever 
Not in fuch wife as when loue was my pay, 
My ioly wo with ioyfull verfe to treat. 
But now (vnthanke to our defert be geuen, 
Which merite not a heauens gift to kepe) 
Thou muft with me bewaile that fate hath reuen, 
From earth a iewell laied' in earth toflepe 
A iewell, yea a gemme of womanhed, 
Whofe perfeét vertues linked as in chaine: 
So did adorne that humble wiuelyhed, 
As is not rife to finde the like againe. 
For wit and learnyng framed to obey, 
Her husbandes will that willed her to vfe 
The loue he bare her chiefely as a {taye, 
For all her frendes that would her furtherance chufe. 
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Well fayd therfore a heauens gift she was, 
Becaule the beft are foneft hence bereft : 
And though her felfe to heauen hence did paffe, 
Her fpoyle to earth from whence it came she left. 
And to vs teares her abfence to lament, 
And eke his chance that was her make by lawe: 
Whofe loffe to lofe fo great an ornament, 
,et them efteme which true loues knot can draw. 


That eche thing ts hurt of 


it felfe. 


Way feareft thou thy outward foe, 
When thou thy felfe thy harme dofte fede, 
Of griefe, or hurt, of paine, of wo, 

Within eche thing is fowen the fede. 

So fine was neuer yet the cloth, 

No {mith fo harde his yron did beate : 
But thone confumed was with mothe, 
Thother with canker all to fret. 

The knotty oke and weinfcot old, 
Within dothe eat the filly worme: 

Euen fo a minde in enuy rold, 
Alwayes within it felf doth burne. 

Thus euery thing that nature wrought, 
Within it felf his hurt doth beare : 

No outward harme nede to be fought, 
Where enmies be within fo neare. 
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Of the chotife of a wife. 


THE flickeryng fame that flieth from care tovean 
And aye her ftrength encceafeth with her flight, 
Geues firft the caufe why men to heare delight, 

Of thofe whom fhe dothe note for beauty bright. 
And with this fame that flieth on fo faft, 
Fanfy dothe hye when reafon makes no hafte 

And yet not fo content they wifhe todee 
And thereby knowe if fame haue fayd aright. 

More truftyng to the triall of their eye, 
Then to the brute that goes of any wight, 
Wife in that poynt that lightly will not leeue, 
Unwife to feke that may them after greue. 

Who knoweth not how fight may loue allure, 

And kindle in the hart a hotte defire: 

The eye to worke that fame could not procure, 

Of greater caufe there commeth hotter fire. 

For ere he wete him felf he feleth warme, 

The fame and eye the caufers of his harme. 

Let fame not make her knowen whom I fhall know, 
Nor yet mine eye therin to be my guide: 
Suffifeth me that vertue in her grow, 

Whofe fimple life her fathers walles do hide. 
Content with this, I leaue the reft to go, 

And in fuch choife fhall ftande my welth and wo. 
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Defcription of an vngodlye 
worlde. 


WHO loues to liue in peace, and marketh euery change, 
Shal hear fuch news fro time to time, as femeth woderous 
{trage. 
Such fraude in frendly lokes, fuch frendfhippe all for 
Sayne= , 
Such cloked wrath in hatefull harts, which worldly men 
retayne. 
Such fayned flatteryng fayth, amongs both hye and 
low : 
Such great deceite, fuch fubtell wittes, the pore to over- 
throwe. 
Such fpite in fugred tonges, fuch malice full of pride: 
Such open wrong fuch great vntruth, which can not go 


vnf{pied. 
Such reftleffe fute for roumes, which bringeth men to 
care: 
Such flidyng downe from flippry feates, yet can we not 
beware. 


Such barkyng at the good, fuch boiftrynge of the yll: 
Such threatnyng of the wrathe of God, fuch vyce embraced 
{tyll. 
Such ftriuynge for the beft, fuch climyng to eftate : 
Such great diffemblyng euery where, fuch loue all mixt 
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Such traynes to trap the iuft, fuch prollyng faultes 
to pyke: 
Such cruell wordes for fpeakyng truth, who euer hearde 
thetic, 
Such ftrife for ftirryng ftrawes, fuch difcord dayly 
wrought, 
Such forged tales dul wits to blind, fuch matters made of 
nought. 
Such trifles tolde for trouth, fuch credityng of lyes, 
Such filence kept when foles do fpeake, fuch laughyng at 
the wife. 
Such plenty made fo fcarce, fuch criyng for redreffe, 
Such feared fignes of our decay, which tong dares not 
expreile: 
Such chaunges lightly markt, fuch troubles {till apperes, 
Which neuer were before this time, no not this thoufand 
yeres. 
Such bribyng for the purfe, which euer gapes for more, 
Such hordyng vp of worldly welth, fuch kepyng muck in 
tore: 
Such folly founde in age, fuch will in tender youth, 
Such fundry fortes among great clarkes, and few yt fpeake 
the truth. 
Such falfhed vnder craft, and fuch vnf{tedfaft wayes, 
Was neuer fene within mens hartes, as is found now adayes. 
The caufe and ground of this is our vnquiet minde, 
Which thinkes to take thofe goods away which we mutt leue 
behinde, 
Why do men feke to get which they cannot poffeffe, 
Or breke their flepes wt carefull thoughtes & all for 
wretchednes. 
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Though one amonges a fkore, hath welth and cafe a while, 
A thoufand want which toyleth fore and trauaile many 
a mile. 
And fome although they flepe, yet welth falles in their lap, 
Thus fome be riche and fome be pore as fortune geues the 
hap, 

Wherfore I holde him wife which thinkes himfelf at eafe, 
And is content in fimple ftate both god and man to pleafe. 
For thofe that liue like gods and honored are to day, 
Within fhort time their glory falles as flowers do fade away. 
Uncertein is their lifes on whom this world will frowne, 
For though they fit aboue ye ftarres a ftorm may ftrike the 

downe. 
In welth who feares no fall may flide from ioy full fone, 
There is no thing fo fure on earth but changeth as the Mone. 
What pleafure hath the riche or eafe more then the pore, 
Although he haue a plefant houfe his trouble is the more. 
They bowe and fpeake him fayre, which feke to fuck his 
blood, 
And fome do witfhe his foule in hell and all to haue his good. 
The coueting of the goodes doth nought but dull the 
{prite, 
And fome men chaunce to taft the fower that gropeth for the 
fwete 
The riche is ftill enuied by thofe which eate his bred, 
With fawning fpech and flattering tales his eares are dayly 
fed. 
In fine I fee and proue the riche haue many foes, 
He flepeth beft and careft left that litle hath to lofe. 
As time requireth now who would avoide much ftrife, 
Were better liue in pore eftate then leade a princes life. 
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To paffe thofe troblefome times I fee but little choife. 
But help to waile with thofe that wepe & laugh when they 
reioife 
For as we fe to day our brother brought in care, 
To morow may we haue fuch chance to fall with him in 
{nare, 
Of this we may be fure, who thinkes to fit moft faft, 
Shal foneft fal like wethered leaues that bide a blaft. 
Though that the flood be great, the ebbe as lowe doth 
ronne, 
When euery man hath playd his part our pagent fhalbe 
donne. 
Who truftes this wretched world I hold him worfe then 
mad, 
Here is not one that fereth god the beft is all to badde. 
For thofe that feme as faintes are deuilles in their dedes: 
Though yt the earth bringes forth fome flowers it beareth 
many wedes. 
I fe no prefent help from mifchief to preuaile, 
But flee the feas of worldly cares or beare a quiet fayle. 
For who that medleth leaft fhall faue him felfe from 
{mart, 


Who ftyrres an oare in euery boat thal play a folith part. 


The difpairyng louer la- 
menteth, 


WALKYNG the pathe of penfiue thought, 
[ afkt my hart how came this wo. 
Thine eye (quod he) this care me brought. 
Thy minde, thy witte, thy will alfo 
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Enforceth me to loue her euer, 

This is the caufe ioye fhall I neuer. 
And as I walkt as one difmayde, 

Thinkyng that wrong this wo me lent: 


Right, fent me worde by wrath, which fayd, 


This iuft iudgement to thee is fent : 
Neuer to dye, but diyng euer, 


Till breath thee faile, ioy fhalt thou neuer. 
Sithe right doth iudge this wo tendure, 


Of health, of wealth, of remedy: 

As I haue done fo be fhe fure, 

Of fayth and trouth vntill I dye. 

And as this payne cloke fhall I euer, 

So inwardly ioye fhall I neuer. 
Gripyng of gripes greue not fo fore, 

Nor ferpentes {tyng caufeth fuch {marte, 

Nothing on earth may payne me more, 

Then fight that perft my wofull hart. 

Drowned with cares {tyll to perfeuer, 

Come death betimes, ioye fhall I neuer. 
O libertie why doeft thou fwarue, 

And ftealezaway thus allyat ones: 

And I in pryfon like to fterue, 

For lacke of fode do gnaw on bones. 

My hope and truft in thee was euer, 

Now thou art gone ioye fhall I neuer. 
But ftyll as one all defperate, 

To leade my life in miferie : 


Sith feare from hope hath lockt the gate, 


Where pity fhould graunt remedye. 
Difpaire this lotte affignes me euer, 
To liue in payne Ioee fhall I neuer. 


7‘ 
ee 


=~ 
a 


re ~ 


= 
> 
Oe 


XK Vat 


So 


es 
x 


SB, Fn SE es Oe ee ee 
; ~ a MI saints 


ee: is erste 
Rlates - Sey ~ 
a ee ee te 
- wel r 4 
. x ; 


Poems by Vucertain Auctours. 


An epitaph of maifler Henry 
qwelliams. 


FROM worldly wo the mede of misbeliefe, 
From caufe of care.that leadeth to lament, 
From vaine delight the grounde of greater griefe, 
From feare from frendes, from matter to repent, 
From painfull panges laft forow that is fent. 

From drede of death fithe death dothe fet vs free, 
With it the better pleafed should we be. 

This lothfome life where likyng we de finde, 

Thencreafer of our crimes: dothe vs beriue, 
Our bliffe that alway ought to be in minde. 
This wyly worlde whiles here we breath aliue, 
And fleshe our fayned fo, do ftifely ftriue 

To flatter vs affuryng here the ioye, 
Where we alas do finde but great annoy. 

Vntolde heapes though we haue of worldly welth, 
Though we poffeffe the fea and frutefull grounde, 
Strength, beauty, knowledge, and vnharmed helth, 
Though at our wifhe all pleafure do abound, 

It were but vaine, no frendfhip can be founde, 
When death affaulteth with his dredfull dart. 
No raunfome can ftay the home haftyng hart. 

And fithe thou haft cut the liues line in twaine, 
Of Henry, fonne to fir John Williams knight, 
Whofe manly hart and prowes none coulde ftayne. 
Whofe godly life to vertue was our light, 

Whofe worthy fame fhall florifhe long by right. 
Though in this life fo cruell mighteft thou be, 
His f{pirite in heauen fhail triumph ouer thee. 
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Againft a gentlewoman by whom 
he was vrefufed. 


To falfe report and flying fame, 
While erft my minde gaue credite light, 
Beleuyng that her bolftred name 
Had ftuffe to fhew that praife did hight, 
I finde well now I did miftake, 
Vpon report my grounde to make. 

I hearde it fayd fuch one was fhe, 
As rare to finde as parragon, 
Of lowly cheare of heart fo free, 
As her for bounty could paffe none. 
Such one fofaire though forme and face, 
Were meane to paffe in feconde place. 

I fought it neare thinkyng to finde, 
Report and dede both to agree: 

But chaunge had tride her futtell minde, 
Of force I was enforced to fee, 

That fhe in dede was nothing fo, 

Which made my will my hart forgo. 

For fhe is fuch as geafon none, 

And what fhe moft may boft to be: 

I finde her matches mo then one, 

What nede fhe fo to deale with me? 

Ha flering face with fcornefull harte, 

So yll rewarde for good defert ? 
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I will repent that I haue done, 
To ende fo well the loffe is fmall, 
I loft her loue, that leffe hath wonne, 
To vaunt fhe had me as her thrall. 
What though a gyllot fent that note, 
By cocke and pye I meant it not. 


An epitaphe written by w. G. 
to be fet vpon his owne 
graue. 


Lo here lieth G. vnder the grounde, 
Emong the greedy wormes : 
Which in his life time neuer founde, 
But ftrife and ftnrdy ftormes. 

And namely through a wicked wife, 
As to the worlde apperes : 
She was the fhortnyng of his life 
By many daies and yeres. 

He might haue liued long god wot, 
His yeres they were but yong: 
Of wicked wiues this is the lot, 
To kill with fpitefull tong. 

Whofe memory fhall {till remaine, 
In writyng here with me: 
That men may know whom fhe hath flaine, 
And fay this fame is fhe. 


An aunfwere. 


IF that thy wicked wife had fpon the thred, 
And were the weauer of thy wo: 

Then art thou double happy to be dead, 

As happily difpatched fo. 
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If rage did caufeleffe caufe thee to complaine. ° 


And mad moode mouer of thy mone: 

If frenfy forced on thy tefty braine : 
Then blift is fhe to liue alone. 

So, whether were the ground of others griefe, 
Becaufe fo doubtfull was the dome: 


Now death hath brought your payne a right reliefe, 


And bleffed be ye bothe become: 

She that fhe liues no lenger bounde to beare 
The rule of fuch a frowarde hed: 

Thou that thou liueft no lenger faine to feare 
The reftleffe ramp that thou hadft wedde. 

Be thou as glad therfore that thou art gone, 
As fhe is glad fhe dothe abide. 

For fo ye be a fonder, all is one: 
A badder match cad not betide. 


Againft women either good 
or badde. 


A MAN may liue thrife Neftors life, 
Thrife wander out Vliffes race: 
Yet neuer finde Vliffes wife. 
Such chaunge hath chanced in this cafe. 
Leffe age will ferue than Paris had, 
Small peyn (if none be fmall inough) 
To finde good ftore of Helenes trade. 
Such fap the rote dothe yelde the bough. 


pP 


P 


_ cs — = > oP = 
apes Sas es i P 
os ees ve ; > utd 'y 


~~ 


. ) ees ¢ 
‘ 


ES os eee 
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For one good wife Vliffes flew 
A worthy knot of gentle blood: 
For one yll wife Grece ouerthrew 
The towne of Troy. Sith bad and good 
Bring mifchiefe: Lord, let be thy will, 
‘l’o kepe me free from either yll. 


An anfwere. 


THE vertue of Vliffes wife 
Dothe liue, though fhe hath ceaft her race, 
And farre furmountes old Neftors life : 
But now in moe than then it was. 

Such change is chanced in this cafe. 

Ladyes now liue in other trade: 

Farre other Helenes now we fee, 
Than fhe whom Troyan Paris had. 
As vertue fedes the rootes, fo be 
The fap and frute of bough and tree. 

Vliffes rage, not his good wife, 

Spilt gentle blood. Not Helenes face, 
But Paris eye did rayfe the {ftrife, 

That did the Troyan buildyngs race. 
Thus fithe ne good, ne bad do yll: 

Them all, O Lord, maintain my will, 

To ferue with all my force and fkyll, 
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The louer prateth his feruice 
to be accepted and his 
defaultes par- 
doned. 


PROCRYN that fome tyme ferued Cephalus, 
With hart as true as any louer might, 
Yet her betyd in louyng this vnright. 
That as in hart with loue furprifed thus, 
She on a daye to fee this Cephalus, 


Where he was wont to fhrowde him in the fhade, 


When of his huntyng he an ende had made. 


Within the woddes with dredfull fote fhe ftalketh, 


So bufily loue in her hedde it walketh. 
That fhe to fene him may her not reftrayne. 
This Cephalus that heard one fhake the leaues, 
Vprift all egre thruftyng after pray, 
With darte in hande him lift no furthur dayne, 
To fee his loue but flew her in the greues, 
That ment to him but perfect loue alway. 

So curious bene alas the rites all, 
Of mighty loue that vnnethes may I thinke, 
In his high feruice how to loke or winke. 
Thus I complaine that wrechedeft am of all. 
To you my loue and fouerayne lady dere, 
That may myne hart with death or life ftere 
As ye beft lift. That ye vouchfafe in all 
Mine humble feruice. And if that me misfall, 


2 > “> .* SI 
4 a et * uty 
See te yer? 


eR 
"A fs es, 


ae 


ee 


Teas Vin 


— a 


284 Poems by Vucertain Auétours. 


By negligence, or els for lacke of witte, 

That of your mercy you do pardon it, 

And thinke that loue made Procrin shake the leaués, 
When with vnright she flayne was in the greues. 


Defcription and pravfe of 


his loue. 


LYKE the Phenix a birde moft rare in fight 
With golde and purple that nature hath dreft: 
Such she me femes in whom I moft delight, 

If I might fpeake for enuy at the leaft. 

Nature I thinke firft wrought her in defpite, 

Of rofe and lillye that fommer bringeth firft, 

In beauty fure excedyng all the:reit; 

Vnder the bent of her browes iuftly pight: 

As polisht Diamondes, or Saphires at the leaft : 
Her gliftryng hghtes the darkeneffe of the night, 
Whofe little mouth and chinne like all the reft. 
Her ruddy lippes excedé the coraligqua=: 

Her yuery teeth where none excedes the reft. 

Faultleffe fhe is from fote vnto the wafte. 

Her body fmall and ftraight as maft vpright. 

Her armes long in iuft proporcion caft, 

Her handes depaint with veines all blew and white. 
What fhall I fay for that is not in fight ? 

The hidden partes I iudge them by the reft. 

And if I were the forman of the queft, 

To geue a verdite of her beauty bright, 

Forgeue me Phebus, thou fhouldft be difpoffeft, 
Which doeft vfurpe my ladies place of right. 
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Here will I ceafe left enuy caufe difpite. 
But nature when fhe wrought fo fayre a wight, 
In this her worke fhe furely did entende, 
To frame a thing that God could not amende. 


An anfwere to a fong before tm- 
printed beginnyng. To 
walke on doutfull 
grounde. 


To truft the fayned face, to rue on forced teares, 
To credit finely forged tales, wherin there oft appeares 
And breathes as from the breft a fmoke of kindled fmart, 
Where only lurkes a depe deceit within the hollow hart, 
Betrayes the fimple foule, whom plaine deceitleffe minde 
Taught not to feare that in it felf it felf did neuer finde. 
Not euery tricklyng teare doth argue inward paine: 
Not euery figh dothe furely shewe the figher not to fayne: 
Not euery fmoke dothe proue a prefence of the fire: 
Not euery gliftring geues the golde, that gredy folke defire: 
Not euery wailyng word is drawen out of the depe: 
Not griefe for want of graunted grace enforceth all to wepe. 
Oft malice makes the minde to fhed the boyled brine : 
And enuies humor oft vnlades by conduites of the eyen. 
Oft craft can caufe the man to make a femyng fhow 
Of hart with dolour all diftreined, where griefe did neuer 
grow. 
As curfed Crocodile moft cruelly can toll, 
With truthleffe teares, vnto his death, the filly pitiyng 
foule. 
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Blame neuer thofe therfore, that wifely can beware 
The guillfull man, that futtly fayth him felfe to dread the 
{nare: 
Blame not the {topped eares againft the Syrenes fong 
Blame not the mind not moued wt mone of falfheds flowing 
tong. 
If guile do guide your wit by filence fo to {peake, 
By craft to craue and faine by fraude the caufe yt you 
wold breake : 
Great harme your futtle foule fhall fuffer for the fame: 
And mighty loue will wreke the wrong fo cloked with his 
name. 
But we, whom you haue warnde, this leffor learne by you: 
To know the tree before we clime, to trult mo 7ottenso. 
To view the limed bushe, to loke afore we light, 
To fhunne the perilous bayted hoke, and vfe a further fight. 
As do the moufe, the birde, the fifhe, by fample fitly show, 
That wyly wittes and ginnes of men do worke the fimples 
wo: 
So, fimple fithe we are, and you fo futtle be, 
God help the moufe, the birde, ye fishe, & vs your fleights to 
fle: 
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The conftant louer la- 
amenteth, 


SYNS fortunes wrath enuieth the welth, 
Wherin I raygned by the fight : 

Of that that fed mine eyes by ftelth, 
With fower fwete, dreade, and delight. 
Let not my griefe moue you to mone, 
For I will wepe and wayle alone. 

Spite draue me into Borias raigne, 
Where hory froftes the frutes do bite, 
Where hilles were fpred and euery playne: 
With ftormy winters mantle white. 

And yet my deare fuch was my heate, 
When others frefe then did I fwete. 

And now though on the funne I driue, 
Whofe feruent flame all thinges decaies, 
His beames in brightneffe may not ftriue, 
With light of your fwete golden rayes, 
Nor from my breft this heate remoue, 
The frofen thoughtes grauen by loue. 

Ne may the waues of the falt floode, 
Quenche that your beauty fet on fire, 
For though mine eyes forbere the fode, 
That did releue the hote defire. 

Such as I was fuch will I be, 
Your owne, what would ye more of me. 


AND SONETTES WRITLEN BY 


Other Poems by the Earle of Surrey. 


A pratfe of Sir Thomas wyate thelder 


for his excellent learning. 


IN the rude age when knowledge was not rife, 
If Joue in Create and other were that taught, 
Artes to conuert to profite of our life, 

Wende after death to haue their temples fought. 
If vertue yet no voyde vnthankefull time, 
Failed of fome to blaft her endles fame, 

A goodly meane both to deterre from crime: 
And to her fteppes our fequele to enflame, 

In dayes of truth if Wyates frendes then wayle, 
The only det that dead of quick may claime: 
That rare wit fpent employd to our auaile. 
Where Chrift is taught we led to vertues traine. 
His liuely face their breftes how did it freat, 
Whofe cindres yet with enuye they do eate. 


A fong written by the earle of Sur- 
vey by a lady that refufed to 


daunce with him. 


ECHE beaft can chofe hys fere according to his minde, 


And eke can fhew a frendly chere like to their beaftly 


kinde. 
A Lion faw I late as white as any fnow, 


Which femed well to lead the race his port the fame did 


fhow, 


Other Poems by the Earle of Surrey. 289 


Vpon the gentle beaft to gaze it pleafed me, 

For ftill me thought he femed well of noble blood to be. 
And as he praunced before, {till feking for a make, 

As who wold fay there is none here I trow will me forfake. 
I might parceiue a wolfe as white as whales bone, 

A fairer beaft of frefher hue beheld I neuer none. 
Saue that her lokes were coy, and froward eke her grace, 

Vnto the which this gentle beaft gan him aduance apace. 
And with a beck full low he bowed at her feete, 

In humble wife as who would fay I am to farre vnmete, 
But fuch a fcornefull chere wherwith fhe him rewarded, 

Was neuer fene I trow the like to fuch as well deferued. 
With that fhe ftart afide welnere a fote or twaine, 

And vnto him thus gan fhe fay with fpite and great difdaine. 
Lyon fhe fayd if thou hadft knowen my mind before, 
Thou hadft not fpent thy trauail thus nor al thy paine 

forlore. 
Do way I let the wete thou fhalt not play with me, 
Go range about where thou mayft finde fome meter fere for 
the: 
With that he bet his taile, his eyes began to flame, 
I might perceiue hys noble hart much moued by the fame. 
Yet faw I him refraine and eke his wrath afwage, 
And vnto her thus gan he fay when he was patt his rage. 
Cruell, you do me wrong to fet me thus fo light, 
Without defert for my good will to fhew me fuch defpight. 
How can ye thus entreat a Lion of the race, 
That with his pawes a crowned king deuoured in the place: 
Whofe nature is to pray vpon fo fimple food, 
As long as he may fuck the flefhe, and drink of noble 


blood. 
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If you be faire and frefh, am I not of your hue? 
And for my vaunt I dare well fay my blood is not vntrue. 
For you your felf haue heard it is not long agoe, 
sith that for loue one of the race did end his life in woe 
In tower {trong and hie for his affured truthe, 
Where as in teares he fpent his breath, alas the more the 
ruthe. 
This gentle beaft likewife whom nothing could remoue, 
But willingly to lefe his life for loffe of his true loue. 
Other there be whofe liues doe linger ftill in paine, 
Againft their willes preferued ar that would haue died faine. 
But now I doe perceue that nought it moueth you, 
My good entent, my gentle hart, nor yet my kind fo true. 
But that your will is fuch to lure me to the trade, 
As other fome full many yeres to trace by craft ye made. 
And thus behold our kyndes how that we differ farre. 
I feke my foes: and you your frendes do threten ftill with 
warre. 
[ fawne where I am fled: you flay that fekes to you, 
{ can deuour no yelding pray: you kill where you fubdue. 
My kinde is to defire the honoure of the field: 
And you with blood to flake your thirft on fuch as to you 
yeld. 
Wherfore I would you wift that for your coyed lokes, 
Tam no man that will be trapt nor tangled with fuch hokes. 
And though fome luft to loue where blame full well they 
might 
And to fuch beafts of currant fort that fhould haue trauail 
bright. 
I will obferue the law that nature gaue to me, 
To conquer fuch as will refift and let the reft goe fre. 
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And as a faucon free that foreth in the ayre, © 
Which neuer fed on hand nor lure, nor for no ftale doth 
Care. 
While that I liue and breath fuch fhall my cuftome be, 
In wildnes of the woodes to feke my pray where plefeth me, 
Where many one fhal rufe, that neuer made offenfe. 
This your refufe againft my power fhall bode them ne 
defence. 
And for reuenge therof I vow and fwere therto, 
I thoufand fpoiles I fhall commit I neuer thought to do. 
And if to light on you my luck fo good fhall be, 
I fhall be glad to fede on that that would haue fed on me. 
And thus farewell vnkinde to whom I bent and bow, 
I would ye wift the fhip is fafe that bare his failes fo low. 
Sith that a lions hart is for a wolfe no pray, 
With bloody mouth go flake your thirft on fimple fhepe 
I fay. 
With more difpite and ire than I can now expreffe, 
Which to my pain though I refraine the caufe you may wel 
ceffe. 
As for becaufe my felf was aucthor of the game, 
It bootes me not that for my wrath I should difturbe the 
fame. 
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Other Poems by the Earle of Surrey. 


The faithfull louer declareth his paines 
and his vucertein totes, and with 
only hope vecomforteth 
Jomwhat his wo- 
full heart. 


IF care do caufe men cry, why do not I complaine? 

If eche man do bewaile his wo, why shew I not my paine? 
Since that amongeft them all I dare well fay is none, 
So farre from weale, fo full of wo, or hath more caufe to 

mone, 
For all thynges hauing life fometime haue quiet reft. 
The bering affe, the drawing oxe, and euery other beatt. 
The peafant and the poft, that ferue at al affayes, 
The shyp boy and the galley flaue haue time to take their 
eafe, 
Saue I alas whom care of force doth fo conftraine 
To waile the day and wake the night continually in paine, 
From penfiuenes to plaint, from plaint to bitter teares, 
From teares to painfull plaint againe: and thus my life it 
wears. 
No thing vnder the funne that I can here or fe, 
But moueth me for to bewaile my cruell deftenie. 
For wher men do reioyce fince that I can not fo, 
I take no pleafure in that place, it doubleth but my woe. 
And when I heare the found of fong or inftrument, 
Me thinke eche tune there dolefull is and helpes me to 
lament. 


Other Poems by the Earle of Surrey. 293 


And if I fe fome haue their moft defired fight, 
Alas think I eche man hath weal faue I moft wofull wight. 
Then as the ftriken dere withdrawes him felfe alone, 
So doe I feke fome fecrete place where I may make my 
mone. 
There do my flowing eyes shew forth my melting hart, 
So yt the ftremes of thofe two welles right wel declare my 
{mart. 
And in thofe cares fo colde I force my felfe a heate, 
As fick men in their shaking fittes procure them felf to 
{weate, 
With thoughtes that for the time do much appeafe my 
paine. 

But yet they caufe a ferther fere and brede my woe agayne. 
Me thinke within my thought I fe right plaine appere, 
My hartes delight my forowes leche mine earthly goddeffe 

fierce: 
With euery fondry grace that I haue fene her haue, 
Thus I within my wofull breft her picture paint and graue. 
And in my thought Iroll her bewties to and fro, 
Her laughing chere her louely looke my hart that perced fo. 
Her ftrangenes when I fued her feruant for to be, 
And what she fayd and how she {miled when that she pitied 
me. 
Then comes a fodaine feare that riueth all my reft 
Left abfence caufe forgetfulnes to fink within her breft. 
For when I thinke how far this earth doth vs deuide. 
Alas me femes loue throwes me downe I fele how that 
I flide. 
But then I thinke againe why should I thus miftruft, 
So fwete a wight fo fad and wife that is fo true and iuft. 
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For loth she was to loue, and wauering is she not. 
The farther of the more defirde thus louers tie their knot. 
So in difpaire and hope plonged am I both vp and doune, 
As is the ship with wind and waue when Neptune lift to 
froune. 
But as the watry showers delay the raging winde, 
So doth good hope clene put away difpayre out of my minde. 
And biddes me for to ferue and fuffer pacientlie, 
For what wot I the after weale that fortune willes to me. 
For thofe that care do knowe and tafted haue of trouble, 
When paffed is their woful paine eche ioy shall feme them 
double. 
And bitter fendes she now to make me taft the better, 
The plefant fwete when that it comes to make it feme the 
{weter. 
And fo determine I to ferue vntill my brethe. 
Ye rather dye a thoufand times then once to falfe my feithe. 
And if my feble corps through weight of wofull fmart, 
Do fayle or faint my will it is that {till she kepe my hart. 
And when thys carcas here to earth fhalbe refarde, 
I do bequeth my weried ghoft to ferue her afterwarde. 


OTHER SONGES, AND SONETTES WRITTEN 
BY SIR: THOMAS. WVIAT, THEGELEAER. 


Of his loue called, 


Anna. 


Wuat word is that, that changeth not, 
Though it be turned and made in twaine: 
It is mine Anna god it wot. 

The only caufer of my paine: 

My loue that medeth with difdaine. 
Yet is it loued what will you more, 
It is my falue, and eke my fore. 


That pleafure ts mixed with 
euery paine. 


VENEMOUS thornes that are fo fharp and kene, 
Beare flowers we fe full frefh and faire of hue: 
Poifon is alfo put in medicine. 

And vnto man his helth doth oft renue. 

The fier that all thinges eke confumeth cleane 
May hurt and heale: then if that this be true. 
I truft fometime my harme may be my health, 
Sins euery woe is ioyned with fome wealth. 
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A riddle of a gift geuen by 
Dela te. 


A LAby gaue me a gift fhe had not, 

And I receyued her gift which I toke not, 

She gaue it me willingly, and yet fhe would not, 
And I receiued it, albeit, I could not, 

Ii ihe giueit mel torcemnat, 

And if fhe take it againe fhe cares not. 

Confter what this is and tell not, 

For I am faft fworne I may not. 


That [peaking or profering 
bringes alway [peding. 

SPEAKE thou and fpede where will or power ought helpthe, 
Where power dothe want will muft be wonne by welth. 
For nede will fpede, where will workes not his kinde, 
And gayne, thy foes thy frendes fhall caufe thee finde. 
For fute and golde, what do not they obtaine, 
Of good and bad the triers are thefe twaine. 


Fle vuleth not though he vaigne ouer 
vealmes that ts fubtect to 
his owne luftes. 

IF thou wilt mighty be, flee from the rage 
Of cruell wyll, and fee thou kepe theeimes 
From the fonle yoke of fenfuall bondage, 

For though thy empyre ftretche to Indian fea, 
And for thy feare trembleth the fardeft Thylee, 


If thy defire haue ouer thee the power, 
Subiect then art thou and no gouernour. 
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If to be noble and high thy minde be meued, 
Confider well thy grounde and thy beginnyng : 


For he that hath eche ftarre in heauen fixed, 


And geues the Moone her hornes and her eclipfyng : 


Alike hath made the noble in his workyng, 
So that wretched no way thou may bee, 
Except foule luft and vice do conquere thee. 
All were it fo thou had a flood of golde, 
Vnto thy thirft yet fhould it not fuffice. 


And though with Indian ftones a thoufande folde, 


More precious then can thy felfe deuife, 
Ycharged were thy backe: thy couitife 
And bufye bytyng yet fhould neuer let, 
Thy wretched life ne do thy death profet. 


Whether libertie by loffe of life, 
or life in prifon and thral- 
dome be to be pre- 
Served. 


LYKE as the birde within the cage enclofed, 
The dore vnfparred, her foe the hawke without, 
Twixt death and prifon piteoufly oppreffed, 
Whether for to chofe ftandeth in doubt, 

Lo, fo do I, which feke to bryng about, 
Which fhould be beft by determinacion, 
By loffe of life libertie, or lyfe by pryfon. 
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O mifchiefe by mifchiefe to be redreffed. 
Where payne is beft there lieth but little pleafure. 
By fhort death better to be deliuered, 
Than bide in paynefull life, thraldome, and dolore. 
Small is the pleafure where much payne we fuffer. 
Rather therfore to chufe me thinketh wifdome, 
By loffe of life libertye, then life by prifon. 
And yet me thinkes although I liue and fuffer, 
I do but wait a time and fortunes chance: 
Oft many thinges do happen in one houre. 
That which oppreffed me now may me aduance. 
In time is truft which by deathes greuance 
Is wholy loft. Then were it not reafon, 
By death to chufe libertie, and not life by pryfon. 
But death were deliuerance where life lengthes paine. 
Of thefe two euyls let fe now chufe the beft : 
This birde to deliuer that here dothe playne, 
What faye ye louers ? whiche shall be the beft ? 
In cage thraldome, or by the hawke oppreft. 
And whiche to chufe make plaine conclufion, 
By loffe of life libertie, or life by pryfon. 
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Epitaphes, Episrams, 
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To the Right Noble and his singular 
good Lady, Lady Anne, Countef/fe War- 
wick, (rc. George Turbervile wifheth 
increafe of honor with all good 


happes. 


Ae at what time (Madame) I firft publifhed this fond 

and flender treatife of Sonets, | made bolde with you in 
dedication of fo unworthy a booke to fo worthie a Ladte, fo 
have I now alfo rubde my browe, and wiped away all fhame 
in this refpect, adventuring not to ceafe, but to increafe my 
former follie, in adding moe Sonets to thofe I wrote before: 
fo much the more abufing, in mine owne concette, your Ladt- 
JShippes patience, in that I had pardon before of my rafh 
attempt. But fee (madame) what prefumption raignes in 
retchleffe youth! You accepted that my firft offer, of honor- 
able and meere curtefie, and I, thereby encouraged, blufh not 
to procede in the like trade of follie, alwayes hoping for the 
lyke acceptance at your hands, which tf fhould faile me (as [ 
hope tt fhal not fatle) then fhould I hereafter not once fo 


a 


IV 
much as dare as to fet pen to paper for feare of controlment 
ana check, which howe grievous it is to a yong man, nowe (as 
zt were) but tafling with his lippe the brim of learnings 
fountaine, and faluting the Mufes at the doore and threfholl, 
neyther is your Ladifhip ignorant, and I my Jelfe prefume to 
know. Wherfore,asI have (Madame) by a little nlarging 
this booke, tnlarged not a little my follie, fo 1s my humble 
fute to you a little to inlarge your bounteous curtefe, [ meane 
in well accepting the increafe of thefe my follies, proceding 
not fo much upon any light affection, as defire to acknowledge 
a greater dutie. It fhall not be long £ hope) but that my 
hande fhall feeke, in fome part, the requitall of your bountte 
by fome better devife, though not more learned treatife. But 
what froulde I flande upon termes of frill? knowing that wt 
is not the worke that your Ladifhip doth fo much regarde as 
the writer, neyther the worthineffe of the thing, as the good 
will and meaning of the devifer therof, offering his dutie in 
fuch wife as beft aunfweres his abilitie and power. For as 
if fubjettes fhoulde have refpett more to the unworthineffe of 
fuch things as they give their princes, than regard the wor- 
thie mindes and good natures of their foveraignes in well 
accepting fuch flender trifies at their vaffels handes, they 


frould quyte be difcouraged from ever offering the like and 


V 


flender giftes: fo, if I fhould caft an ete rather to the bafeneffe 
of my booke than account of your noble nature and accuf- 
tomed curtefie in well receyving the fame, neither fhould f 
heretofore enboldned my Selfe fo farre as to have offred you 
this trifling treatife, nor now have the hart to adventure anew, 
although fomewhat purged of his former faults and /capes. 
1 cannot leave to moleft your noble eies with furvey of my 
rafhe compiled toyes. It may pleafe your Ladyfhip to wey 
my well meaning hart, at what time occafon mintfiers you 
the perufing of my booke, and this to deeme, that defre alone 
to manifest my dutie to you was the onely caufe of this my 
enterprife. Which done, I have at this time no more to 
trouble your Ladyship, but ending my Epifile, to crave the 
Gods your happie prefervation of prefent honor, and luckte 
increase of bleffed happes in all your life. 


Vour Ladifhips datly Orator, 


GEORGE TURBERVILE. 
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Fes have I (gentle Reader) according to promife in 

my Tranflation, given thee a fewe Sonets, the unripe 
feedes of my barraine braine, to pleafure and recreate thy 
wearye mind and troubled hed withal; trufting that thou 
wylte not loth the beftowing thy time at vacant houres in 
perufing the fame, waying that for thy folace alone (the 
bounden dutie which I owed the noble Cownteffe referved) 
I undertoke this {lender toyle, and not for anye pleafure I 
did my felfe in penning thereof. As I deeme thou canft 
not, fo do I hope thou wilt not, miflike it at all; but if 
there be any thing herein that maye offend thee, refufe it: 
reade and perufe the reaft with pacience. Let not the 
mifliking of one member procure thee rafhlye to con- 
demne the whole: I ftand to thy judgement ; I expect thy 
aquitie. Reade the good, and reject the evill: yea, rather 
condemne it to perpetuall filence; for fo woulde I wyfhe 
thee to deale wyth unworthye bookes. But affuredlye 
there is nothing in thys whole flender volume that was 


ment amiffe of me, the writer, howfoever the letter goe in 
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thy judgement that arte the reader. Whatfoever I have 
penned, I write not to this purpofe, that any youthlie head 
fhoulde folow or purfue fuch fraile affections, or tafte of 
amorous bait; but by meere fiétion of thefe fantafies, I 
woulde warne (if I myghte) all tender age to flee that 
fonde and filthie affection of poyfoned and unlawful love. 
Let this be a glaffe and myrror for them to gaze upon: 
the foner may I (I truft) prevayle in my perfwafion, for 
that my felfe am of their yeares and difpofition. And as I 
am not the firft that in this fort hath written and imployde 
his time, fo fhall I not be the laft, that without defarte 
(perhaps) fhalbe mifdeemed for attempting the fame. But 
let thofe curious knightes caft an eye to home, and looke 
well about, whether they them felves are blameleffe, or as 
well worthie reproche as others. 

This done and my intent confidered, hoping of thy cour- 
tefie, I ende, alwayes readie to pleafure thee by my pains, 
wifhing unto thee, that arte the patient reader, as to my 


felf, the writer, and thy very friend. 


GEORGE TURBERVILE. 


To the rayling Route of Sycophants. 


IF he that once encountred with his foes 
In open field at found of blafted trumpe, 
Doe dare to yeelde his hewed head to bloes, 
And go again to heare the canons thumpe, 
With dreadleffe hart and unappalled brett, 
Not fearing till he be by foes oppreft : 
If fuch as earft in cutting of the furge, 
By paffing to the ftraunge and forraine lande, 
Bode bitter blaft and fcornefull Neptunes {curge, 
Dreade not to take the lyke attempt in hande, 
But rafhly runne like fturdie ventrous wights, 
Not fearing wind nor wave when Borias fights: 
If thefe (I fay) doe nothing doubt at all, 
But valiantly give frefh affault anew, 
Not dreading daunger that is like to fall, 
As they long earft by proufe and practife knew ; 
Then why fhould I, of yore that have affayde 


The force of Zoylls mouth, be ought difmayde ? 
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Then why fhould J, like one that fearde to fight, 

Or never crufht his head with helmets heft, 
Now fhew my felfe a weake and coward wight 
As long as life or lym uncut is left ? 

For Ovid earft did I attempt the like, 
And for my felfe now fhall I {tick to ftrike ? 

No, no; I martch gainft Momus once againe. 

My courage is not quailde by cruell fo: 
Though Zoyll did his beft my flag to gaine, 
Twas not his hap to have the conqueft fo ; 
And fince it was my luck to fcape his might, 

I here affaile the beaft with novell fight. 

Thou Sycophant, unfheath thy fhamefull blade, 
Pluck out that bloudie fawchon (dafcard thou) 
Wherewith thou haft full many a fkirmifh made, 
And fcocht the braines of many a learned brow: 
Now dee thy woorft; I force not of thy ftroke: 
Thou fhalt not bring my neck to fervage yoke. 

Though thou affirme with rath and railing jawes 
That I zzvita have Minerva made 
My other booke, I gave thee no fuch caufe 
By any deede of mine to drawe thy blade: 


3ut fince thou haft fhot out that fhameleffe worde, 


Xi 


I here gain{t thee uncote my cruell fworde. 
I know thou wilt eche worde and fentence wrie 
That in this flender booke of me is write, 
And wilt the fame unto thy fenfe applie, 
Hoping for love thereby to breede difpite: 
And looke, what I amiffe did never meane, 
Thou wilt miftake and eke mifconfter cleane. 
Thou wilt the wyle braine, that ought is bent 
To fowle fufpect and fpot of fell diftruit, 
Perfwade that here fomething of him was ment, 
And jealous coales into his bofom thrutt ; 
Thincking thereby thy purpofe to afpire 
In fetting of his boyling breaft a fire. 
But as thou art in all thy other deedes 
Deferving no beleefe or truft at all, 
Likewife what fo from thy vile jawes proceedes 
Is lothfome le, fowle fitton, bitter gall. 
Beleve him not, but reade the treatife through : 


He fowes debate with helpe of hatefull plough. 


The modeft mind that meanes but vertues trade, 


And fhunnes the fhamefull fhop of bawdie fect, 
This fpitefull beaft will (if he may) perfwade 


That thefe are toyes, for that he fhould reject 


X11 


And not perufe the meaning of the fame : 


Thus Zoyll feekes but blot of black defame, 


But thou that vewfte this ftile with ftaid brow, 
Marke erie worde, unjoint eche verfe of mine, 
Thy judgement I, and cenfure will allow, 

Nor once will feeme for rancour to repine: 
Thou art the man whofe fentence I expect ; 


I fcorne the fcoffes of Zoylls fhamefull fect. 


BPPIVAPH EBS, EPIGRAMS, SONGS 
ZUNE) ep) N Ee hiey 


In prayfe of the renowmed 
Ladte Anne, Ladie Cown- 


teffe Warwicke. 


EES Nature firft in hande did take 
The clay to frame this Counteffe corfe, 

The Earth a while fhee did forfake, 

And was compelde of verie force, 

With mowlde in hande, to flee to fkies, 

To ende the worke thee did devies. 

The Gods that tho in counfell fate, 
Were halfe amazde (againft their kinde :) 
To fee fo neere the ftoole of ftate 
Dame Nature ftande, that was affignde 
Among hir worldly impes to wonne, 

As fhee untill that day had donne. 

Firft Jove began: What (daughter deere) 
Hath made thee fcorne thy fathers will ? 
Why doe I fee thee (Nature) heere, 
That oughtft of dutie to fulfill 
Thy under taken charge at home: 

What makes thee thus abroade to rome ? 


Epitaphes, Epigrams, 


Difdainefull dame, how didft thou dare 
So retchleffe to, depart the grownde 
That is alotted.to thy fhare ? 
(And therewithall his Godhead frownde.) 
I will [quoth Nature] out of hande 
Declare the caufe I fled the lande. 
I undertooke of late a peece 
Of claye, a teaturde face toiiaine 
To match the courtly dames of Greece, 
That for their beautie beare the name; 
But (Oh good father) now I fee 
This worke of mine it will not bee. 
Vicegerent fince you mee affignde 
Belowe in Earth, and gave me lawes 
On mortall wightes, and willde that kinde 
Should make and marre, as fhee fawe caufe, 
Of right (I think) I may appeale 
And crave your helpe in this to deale. 
When Jove fawe how the cafe did ftande, 
And that the worke was well begonne, 
Hee prayde to have the helping hande 
Of other Gods till hee had donne: 
With willing mindes they all agreede, 
And fet upon the clay with {peede. 
First Jove eche limme doth well difpofe, 
And makes a creature of the clay : 
Next Ladie Venus fhe beftowes 
Hir gallant gifts as beft fhee may: 
From face to foote, from top to toe, 
Shee let no whit untoucht to goe. 
When Venus had donne what fhe coulde 
In making of hir (carcas) brave, 


Songs and Sonets. 


Then Pallas thought fhee might be bolde 
Among the reaft a fhare to have: 
A paffing wyt fhee did convaye 
Into this paffing peece of claye. 
Of Bacchus fhee no member had, 
Save fingars five and feate to fee: 
Hir head with heare Apollo clad, 
That Gods had thought it golde to bee: 
So gliftring was the treffe in fight 
Of this newe formde and featurde wight. 
Diana helde hir peace a fpace, 
Untill thofe other God had doune: 
At laft (quoth fhee) in Dians chafe 
Wyth bowe in hande this nymph fhall roune ; 
And chiefe of all my noble traine 
I will this virgin entertaine. 
Then joyfull Juno came and fayde: 
Since you to hir fo friendly are, 
I doe appoint this noble mayde 
To match with Mars his peere for warre : 
She fhall the Cownteffe Warwick bee, 
And yeelde Dianas bowe to mee. 
When to fo good effect it came, 
And every member had hys grace, 
There wanted nothing but a name: 
By hap was Mercurie then in place, 
That fayde, Pray you all agree 
Pandora graunt hir name to bee. 
For since your Godheads forged have 
With one affent this noble dame, 
And eche to hir a vertue gave, 
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Lipitaphes, Lpigrams, 


This terme agreeth to the fame. 
The Gods that heard Mercurius tell 
This tale did lyke it passing well. 
Report was fommonde then in haft, 
And wilde to bring his trumpe in hande, 
To blowe therewith a fownding blaft 
That might be heard through Brutus lande: 
Pandora! ftreight the trumpet blewe 
That eche this Cownteffe Warwicke knewe. 
O fielie Nature borne to paine, 
O wofull wretched kinde (I fay) 
That to forfake the foyle were faine 
To make this Cownteffe out of claye! 
But oh, moft friendly Gods, that woulde 
Vouchfafe to fet your handes to mowlde! 


€| The Argument to the 
whole atfcourfe and 


Treatife following. 


By fodaine fight of unacquainted fhape 
Tymetes fell in love with Pyndara, 
Whofe beautie farre excelde Sir Paris rape, 
That poets cleape the famous Helena. 

His flame at firft he durft not to difplaye, 
For feare he fhould offended Pyndara ; 
But covert kept his torments many a daye, 
As Paris did from worthie Helena. 


Songs and Sonets. 


At length the coale fo.fierie redde became 
Of him that fo did fanfie Pyndara, 
That fuming fmoke did wrie the hidden flame 
To hir that farre exceeded Helena. 
Which when fhee faw, fhee feemde with friendly eie 
To like with him that lyked Pyndara: 
And made as though fhee would eftfoone applie 
To him, as to hir gueft did Helena. 
Tymetes (looving man) then hoped well, 
And moovde his fute to Ladie Pyndara : 
He plide his penne and to his writing fell, 
And fude as did the man to Helena. 
Within a while, difpayring wretched wight! 
He found his loue (the Ladie Pyndara) 
So ftraunge and coye, as though fhe tooke delight 
To paine hir friend, as did faire Helena. 
Another time hir cheere was fuch to fee, 
That poore Tymetes hoapte that Pyndara 
Woulde yeelde him grace; but long it woulde not bee: 
She kept aloofe as did Dame Helena. 
Thus twixt difpaire and hope the doubtfull man 
Long fpace did live that loved Pyndara, 
In wofull plight. At laft the nymph began 
To quite his love, as did faire Helena. 
Then joyed he, and cherefull ditties made 
In praife of his atchived Pyndara ; 
But fone (God wote) his pleafure went to glade: 
Another tooke too wife this Helena. 
Thus ever as Tymetes had the caufe 
Of joy or fmart, of comfort or refufe, 
He glad or griefull woxe, and ever drawes 
His prefent ftate with pen, as here enfues. 


Epitaphes, Epizrams, 


To a late acquainted Friende. 


Ir Vulcan durft prefume 
that was a Gnuffe to fee, 
And ftrake with hammer on the {tithe 
a cunning fmith to bee, 
Whofe chiefe and whole delight 
was aye to frie at forge, 
And liften to that melodie 
{mithes forrowes to difgorge: 
If Vulcan durft (1 faye) 
Dame Venus to affaile, 
That was the worthyfte wight of all, 
if witneffe may prevaile, 
Then may you mufe the leffe, 
though fancie force me wright 
To you a fecond Venus (friende) 
and Helen in my fight: 
For what he faw in hir, 
a goddeffe by hir kinde, 
That I in you (my chofen friende) 
And fomewhat elfe doe finde. 
And as that fielie {mith 
by Cupid was procurde 
To fawne on hir, to whome in fine 
hee firmely was affurde ; 
So by none other meanes 
my fenfes are in thrall, 
But by procurement of the God 
that conquers Gods and all. 


Songs and Sonets. 


Tis hee that make[s] mee bolde, 
tis hee that willes me fue 
To thee (my late acquainted friende) 
loves torment to efchue. 
Not to this day was feene 
that any durft rebell 
Omkickesat Cupids Erinceiof Loxe; 
as learned poets tell ; 
But rather would with free 
and uncoaéted minde 
Applie to pleafe in any cafe 
what fo the God affignde. 
What neede I here difplaye 
the fpoyles by Cupid wonne? 
Not I, but you (my friende) woulde faint 
ere half the tale were donne. 
His banner doth declare 
what harts have beene fubdude, 
Where they are all in fabels fet, 
with blood and gore imbrude. 
Not mightie Mars alone, 
nor Hercules the ftoute, 
But other Gods of greater state, 
There ftanding in a route: 
There may you plainely fee 
how Jove was once a fwanne 
To lure faire Leda to his luft 
when raging loue beganne: 
Some other when a bull, 
Some other time a fhowre 
Of golden drops, as when he coyde 
the clofed Nunne in towre. 


tiie 
ee 


oa 
JM os. 


aa 


wi. 
. 
& ¥ 
= a 


op a 


iad 


ae 
= ee 


Ete 


PAY 3 5 peed 4 ae BE “es 


Fs 5 


Teena Viner 
Pie ae 


—_ 
1 a 


i 
* 


7 ye Mtr Seam 
ce 
wl M4 = 
. : 


Epitaphes, Epigrams, 


Appollos love appeares, 
and ever will be knowne, 
As long as lawrell leaves fhall laft, 
and Daphnes brute be blowne. 
May brainfick Bacchus brag, 
or boaft himfelfe as free= 
Not I, but Aryadnas crowne 
fhewes him in love to bee. 
Since thete and other mo, 
that Gods were made by kinde, 
Might not avoyde that guilefull God 
that winged is and blinde, 
Should I have hope to fcape 
by force, or elfe by flight, 
That in refpect of thofe his thralls 
am of fo flender might? 
As they did yeelde to love 
for feare of Cupids yre, 
Euen fo am I become his thrall 
by force of flaming fyre. 
What time I firft difplayde 
mine eles upon thy face, 
(That doth allure eche lookers hart) 
I did thele] Vimbrace., 
And fince that time I feele 
within my breaft fuch joye, 
As Paris never felt the like 
when Helen was at Troye. 
How coulde fo barraine foyle 
bring forth fo good a graffe, 
To whome the reaft, that feeme good corne, 
are in refpect but chaffe ? 


Songs and Sonets. 


(O God) that Cupid woulde 
upon thy breaft heftowe 


His golden fhaft, that thou the force 


of lyking love mightft knowe : 
Then fhould I ftande in hope, 
and well affured bee, 


That thou wouldft be as friendly (P.) 


as I am now to thee. 
Whome (till thy friendfhip fayle, 
and plighted heft doe fwerve) 
I vaunt and vowe by mightie Jove 
with hart and hande to ferve. 
My fenfes all take heede, 
and yee, my wits, beware 
That you attentive be on hir 
and for no other care. 
You eies, that woonted were 
light loving lookes to caft, 
I give commaundment on hir here 
that yee be ankred faft. 
Mine eares, admit no founde, 
ne womans woords at all ; 
Be fhut againft fuch Syrens fongs 
repleate with lurking gall. 
Tongue, fee that thou be tyde, 
and ufe no wanton ftile: 
By lawe of love I thee conjure 
fuch toyes to exile. 
Legges, looke that yee be lame 


when you fhould reache a place 
To take the vewe of Venus nymphes 


Pees beautie to deface. 
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Lpigraphes, Epigrams, 


For fuch a one is fhee 
whome I would will you ferve, 
As to be plafte for Pallas peere 
for wifedome may deferve. 
So conftant are hir lookes, 
and eake as chaite a face, 
As if that Lucrece living were 
fhee Lucrece would difgrace: 
So modeft is hir mirth 
in erie time and tyde, 
As they that prick moft nearfte of all 
their fhiverde fhafts are wyde. 
Paufe, pen, a while therefore, 
and ufe thy woonted meane: 
For Boccas braine, and Chaucers quill 
in this were foyled cleane. 
Of both might neither boaft 
if they did live againe ; 
For P. would put them to their fhifts 
to pen hir vertues plaine. 
Yet one thing will I vaunt, 
and after make an ende, 
That Momus can not for his lyfe 
devife one jote to mende. 
Thus to conclude at length, 
fee thou (my friend) perufe 
This flender verfe, till leyfure ferve 
abrode to bring my Mufe; 
For then you fhall perceive 
by that which you fhall fee, 
That you have made your choife, as well 
As I by choofing P 


Songs and Sonets, 


The Lover extolleth the fingular beautie of 
his Ladze. 


LET Myron mufe at natures paffing might, 
And quite refigne his pievifh painters right, 
For fure he can not frame hir featurde fhape, 
That for hir face excels the Greekifh rape. 

Let Zeuxis grapes not make him proude at all, 
Though fowles for them did fkyr againft a wall ; 
For if hee fhould affay my love to paint, 

His art would fayle, his cunning fift would faint. 

Let Praxitell prefume with penfill rude 
Bafe things to blaze the people to delude: 

Hir featurde limmes to drawe let him not dare, 
That with the fayre Diana may compare. 

Though Venus forme Apelles made fo well, 
As Greece did judge the painter to excell, 

Yet let not that enbolde the Greeke to grave 
Hir fhape, that beauties praife deferves to have. 
For nature, when fhe made hir, did entende 
To paint a peece that no man might amende: 

A paterne for the reaft, that after fhoulde 
Be made by hande, or caft in cunning moulde. 


The Lover declareth how firft he was taken, and enamoured 
by the fight of his Ladte. 


I HAVING never earft 
the craft of Cupid tride, 
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Lipitaphes, Epigrams, 


Ne yet the wylie wanton wayes 
of Ladie Venus fpide, 
But fpent my time in fporte 
as youth is woont by kinde, 
Not forcing fanfies pinching powre 
that other wights did blinde, 
By fortune founde a face 
that lykte my hart fo well, 
As by the fodaine vewe thereof 
to fanfies frame I fell. 
No fooner had mine eies 
upon hir beautie ftayde, 
But wit and will without refpect 
were altogither wayde. 
Unwarely fo was none 
in fuch a {nare before: 
The more I gazde upon hir face, 
I lykte my love the more. 
Forthwith I thought my hart 
out of his roome was rapt, 
And wits (that woonted were to wayte 
on reafon) were intrapt. 
Downe by mine eies the ftroke 
defcended to the hart, 
Which Cupid never crazde before 
by force of golden dart. 
My bloud that thought it bounde 
his maifters part to take, 
No longer durft abide abroade, 
but outwarde limmes forfake. 
Which having beene in breaft, 
and froftie colde difmayde, 


Songs and Sonets. 


It hafted from the hart againe 
externall partes to ayde, 
And brought with it fuch heate 
as did enflame the face, 
Diftayning it with fcarlet redde 
by rafhneffe of the race. 
And fince that time I feele 
fuch pangues and inwarde fits, 
As now with hope, and then with feare, 
encombred are my wits. 
fhusaiuitels miler, dive 
till fhee by friendly ruth 
Doe pittie mee hir loving thrall, 
whofe deedes fhall trie his truth. 
Thrife luckie was the day, 
thrife happie eake the place, 
And yee (mine eies) thrife bleffed were 
that lighted on hir face. 
If I in fine may force 
hir pittie by my plaint, 
I fhall in cunningft verfe I may 
hir worthie prayfe depaint. 
There is one thing makes me Joy, 
and bids me think the betft ; 
That cruell rigor can not lodge 
where beautie is poffeft. 
And fure unleffe fhe falve 
and heale this cankred wounde 
By yeelding grace, it muft in time 
of force my corps confounde : 
For long it may not laft 
that in fuch anguish lies ; 
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Lipitaphes, Epigrams, 


E-xtreames in no cafe can endure, 
as fages did devife. 
No tyger gaue hir teate, 
fhe is no lyons whelpe ; 
Ne was fhe bred of cruell rocks, 
nor will renounce to helpe 
Such as fhe paines with love, 
and doth procure to wo: 
She is not of the currish kinde, 
hir nature is not fo. 


Matfer Googe his fonet of the paines of Loue. 


Twoo lynes fhall tell the griefe 
that I by loue fuftaine : 

I burne, I flame, I faint, I freeze, 
of hell I feele the paine. 


Turberviles aunfwere and diftich to the fame. 


Twoo lynes fhall teach you how 
to purchafe eafe anewe: 

Let reafon rule where love did raigne, 
and ydle thoughts efchewe. 


“| An LEpitaphe on the death of Dame Elyzabeth Arhundle. 


HERE graved is a good and godly wight, 
That yeelded hath hir cynders to the foyle, 


Songs and Soncets. 


Who ran hir race in vertues tylt aright, 

And never had at Fortunes hand the foyle: 
The guide was God whome {hee did aye enfue, 
And Vertue was the marke whereat she thrue. 

Defcending of a houfe of worthie fame, 

Shee linckt at length with one egall ftate, 
Who though did chaunge hir firft and former name, 
Did not enforce hir vertues to rebate ; 

For Dannat fhee Dame Arhundle was hight, 
Whofe feere was knowne to be a worthy knight. 

Hir beautie I not blaze ne brute at all, 

(Though with the beft fhe might therein compare) 
For that it was to age and fortune thrall : 

Hir thewes I touch, which were fo paffing rare, 
As being earthde and reaft hir vitall breath, 
Hir chiefeft part doth live and conquer death. 

Let fpite not fpare to fpeake of hir the wurift, 

Let envie feede upon hir godly life, 

Let rancour rage, let hatreds bellie burft, 

Let Zoill now unfheath his cutting knife ; 

For death hath clofde hir corfe in marble grave, 
Hir foule is fled in fkies his feate to have. 

Let Leyfter laugh that fuch a mirrour bred, 
Let matrons mourne for loffe of their renowne, 
Let Cornewall crie fince Dannat now is ded, 

Let Vertue eke doe on hir mourning gowne ; 
For fhe is reft that was at Vertues beck, 
Whome Fortune had no powre to give the check. 


Lipitaphes, Epigrams, 


lo Puero of Pride, 


FRIEND Piero, pride infects a friendly minde; 
The haughtie are purfude with deadly hate: 
Wherfore efchue the proude peacocks kinde, 
That greedie are to fit on ftoole of ftate: 
The lowly hart doth winne the love of all, 
But pride at laft is fure of fhamefull fall. 


Pero to Turbervile. 


GOOD is the counfell (Turbervile) you give: 
It is a vertue rare well to advife, 

But if your felfe in peacocks fort doe live 
Men deemen may you are not perfite wife ; 
Whofe chiefeft point in act confifteth aye : 
Well doing farre excelleth well to faye. 


Verfe in prayfe of Lorde Henrye Howarde, Earle of Surrey. 


WHAT should T fpeake in prayfe of Surreys fkill, 
Unleffe I had a thoufand tongues at will ? 

No one is able to depaint at full, 

The flowing fountaine of his facred fkull; 

Whofe pen approovde what wit he had in mue, 
Where fuch a fkill in making Sonets erue. 

Eeche worde in place with fuch a fleight is coucht, 
Eche thing whereof he treates fo firmely toucht, 
“As Pallas feemde within his noble breaft 


Songs and Sonets. 


To have fojournde, and beene a daylie guetft. 

Our mother tongue by him hath got fuch light, 
As ruder fpeach thereby is banisht quight : 
Reprove him not for fanfies that he wrought, 

For fame thereby and nothing elfe he fought. 
What though his verfe with pleafant toyes are fright, 
Yet was his honours life a lampe of light : 

A mirrour he the fimple fort to traine, 

That ever beate his brayne for Britans gaine. 

By him the nobles had their vertues blazde, 
When fpitefull death their honors lives had razde: 
Eche that in life had well deferved aught, 

By Surreys meanes an endles fame hath caught. 
To quite his boone and aye well meaning minde, 
Whereby he did his fequell feeme to binde, 
Though want of fkill to filence me procures, 

I write of him whofe fame for aye endures; 

A worthie wight, a noble for his race, 

A learned lorde that had an Earles place. 


Of Faloufe. 


A STRAUNGE difeafe, a griefe exceeding great 
A man to have his hart in flame inrolde, 

In fort that he can never choofe but fweate, 
And feele his feete benumbe with frofty colde. 
No doubt, if he continue in this heate, 

He will become a cooke hereafter olde ; 

Of fuch difeafes fuch is the effeét, 
And this in him we may full well fufpeé. 


] 


Epigraphes, Lpigrams, 


To his Ladie, that by hap when he kiffed hir and made har 
lip bleed, controld him and tooke difdaine. 


DISCHARGE thy dole, 
Thou fubtile foule, 

It ftandes in little fteede 
To curffe the kiffe 
That caufer is 

Thy chirrie lip doth bleede. 
Thy bloud afcends 
To make amends 

For domage thou haft donne ; 
For by the fame 
I felt a flame 

More fcorching than the funne. 
Thou reftft my harte 
Byslectetatte, 

My fprites were quite fubdude: 
My fenfes fled 
And I was ded ; 

Thy lippes were fcarce imbrude. 
The kiffe was thine, 
The hurt was mine, 

My hart felt all the paine; 
Twas it that bled 
And lookte fo red, 

J tell thee: onceragaing 
But if you long 
To wreake your wrong 

Upon your friendly fo, 


Songs and Sonets. 


Come, kiffe againe, 
And put to paine 
The man that hurt you fo. 


Mayfler Googe his Sonet. 


ACCUSE not God, if fanfie fonde 
doe moove thy foolifh braine 
To wayle for love; for thou thy felfe 
art caufe of all the paine. 


Lurberviles aunfwere. 


Not God (friend Googe) ye lover blames, 
as worker of his woes ; 

But Cupid that his fierie flames 
fo frantickly beftowes. 


A compartfon of the Lovers eftate with the Souldiars 
painefull lyfe. 


IF fouldiers may, for fervice done, 
and labours long fuftainde, 

For wearie watch, and perils patft, 
and armes with armour painde, 

For puth of pike, for holbers ftroke, 
for {ftanding in the frunt, 

If they expect rewarde (I fay) 

for byding battayles brunt, 


Epigraphes, Epigrams, 


Then what fhall Cupids captaines crave, 
what recompence defire, 

That warde the day, and wake the night, 
confumde with fretting fire? 

No roome of reft, no time of truce, 
no pleading for a peace: 

When Cupid founds his warlike trumpe, 
the fight will never ceafe. 

Firft fhall you fee the fhivering fhafts, 
and vewe the thirled darts, 

Which from their eies they caft by courfe 
to pierce their enmies harts. 

But if the foe doe ftande aloofe, 
(as is the lovers guife) 

Then canons with their cruell cracks 
as thick as thunder flies. 

Sweete wordes in place of powder ftande 
by force which think to win, 

That loving lookes of late had loft 
when fight did firft begin. 

But on the breaft to beare the brunt 
and keepe them from the hart, 

A fure and privie cote is worne, 
repelling pellats fmart. 

They {top their eares againft the found, 
which is the fureft fhielde 

Againft the dreadfull fhot of wordes 
that thoufandes had beguilde. 

But when Cupidians flatly fee 
nor gunne, nor bowe prevaile, 

They then begin their friendly foes 

with other fight taffaile. 


Songs and Sonets. 


Then fet the dafkardes dreade afide, 
and to the walles they run, 

As though they woulde fubdue the forte 
or ere the fight begun. 

Forthwith the fcaling ladders come, 
and to the walles are fet ; 

Then fighes and fobs begin to clime, 

but they are quickly met. 

Thus Cupid and his fouldiers all 
the fharpe repulfe fuftaine, 

Whome Beauty batters from the walles, 
whofe captaine is Difdaine. 

When all are gone and yeeld it loft, 
comes Hope and whote Defire, 

To fee where they can have the hap 
to fet the forte afire : 

But nought prevailes their lingring fight ; 
they can not Beautie win, 

Yet doe they fkirmifh ftill behinde 
in hope to enter in. 

At length, when Beautie doth perceyve 
thofe fouldiers are fo true, 

That they will never from the walles 
till they the holde fubdue, 

She calles to Pittie for the keyes, 
and bids hir let them in, 

In hope they will be true to hir 
as they to Love had bin. 

The gates no fooner are unlockt, 
but fouldiers all retire, 

And enter into Beauties forte 

with Hope and hote Defire. 


Lipigraphes, Epigrams, 


Now judge by this that I have faide 
of thefe two fightes aright, 
Which is the greateft toyle of both 
when warlike tents are pight : 
For Mars his men fometime have eafe, 
and from their battaile blin, 
But Cupids fouldiers ever ferve, 
till they Dame Beautie win. 


Lhe Lover againft one that compared his Miftreffe with 


his Ladte. 


A MADNESSE to compare 
the pipler with the pine, 
Whereof the mariner makes his matt, 
and hanges it all with line! 
A follie to preferre 
a lampe before the Sunne, 
Or brag that Balams lumpith affe 
with Bucephall fhall runne! 
Then, ceafe for fhame to vaunt, 
and crowe in craking wife 
Of hir that leaft deferves to have 
hir beauties fame arife. 
Thou, foolifh dame, beware 
of haughtie peacocks pride ; 
The fruite thereof in former age 
hath fundrie times bene tride. 
Arachne can expreffe 
how angrie Pallas was, 


Songs and Sonets. 


When fhee in needle worke would feeme 


the heavenly wight to paffe: 
The fpider fhewes the fpite 

that {hee (good wench) abid ; 
In token of hir pride fhee hanges 

at roufe by rotten thrid. 
No foode fhee hath allowde, 

leffe fortune fende the flie ; 
The cobwed is hir coftly couch 

appointed hir to lie. 
With venim ranck and vile 

hir wombe is like to burft, 
A token of hir inwarde hate, 

and hawtie minde at furit. 
And thou that furely thinkft 

thy ladietorexcell, 
Example take of others harme 

for judgement that befell. 
When Pan, the paftors Prince, 

and Rex of ruftick route, 
To paffe Apollo in his play 

and mufick went aboute, 
Mount Tmolus was the judge 

that there the roome poffett, 
To give his verdite for them both, 

which uttered mufick beft. 
Firft came the ruftick forth 

with pipe and puffed bag, 


That made his eies to run like ftreames, 


and both his lips to wag. 
The noyfe was fomewhat rude, 
and ragged to the eare ; 


Lpigraphes, Lpigrams, 


The fimpleft man alive would geffe 
that pievifh Pan was there. 
Then Phoebus framde his frets, 
and wrefted all his pinnes, 
And on his curious ftrings to ftrike 
the fkilfull God beginnes: 
So paffing was his play 
as made the trees to daunce, 
And ftubborne rocks in deepeft vales 
for gladfome joy to praunce. 
Amphyon blutht as red 
as any glowing flame; 
And Orpheus durft not fhew his face, 
but hide his head for fhame. 
Ynough! quoth Tmolus tho, 
my judgement is that Pan 
May pipe among the ruder fort 
that little mufick can: 
Apollos playe doth paffe 
of all that ere I hearde ; 
Wherefore (as reafon is) of mee 
the, Vuterisspretende: 
Meanewhile was Mydas preft, 
not pointed judge in place, 
But (lyke a dolt that went about 
Apollo to deface). 
Tufhe, Tmolus, tufhe! quoth hee, 
Pan hath the better fkill ; 
For hee the emptie bagge with winde 
and ftrouting blaft doth fill. 
Apollo wagges his joints 
and makes a jarring founde ; 


Songs and Sonets. 


Lyke pleafure is not in the lute 
as in the bagpipe founde. 
No fooner had hee fpoke 
thofe witleffe wordes and fed, 
But Phoebus graft on affes eares 
upon his beaftly hed. 
In proofe of judgement wrong 
that Mydas did maintaine, 
Hee had a paire of fowfing eares 
to fhilde him from the raine. 
Wherefore (my friende) take heede 
of afterclaps that fall: 
And deeme not hir a dearling that 
deferves no prayfe at all. 
Your judgement is beguilde, 
your fenfes fuffer fhame : 


That fo doe feeke to blaze hir armes, 


and to advaunce hir fame. 
Let hir go hide hir head 
in lothfome lurking mue, 


For crabbed crowfoote marres hir face, 


and quite diftaines hir hue. 


The Lover to a Gentlewoman that, after great fricna/hip, 
without defart or caufe of miflyking, refufed him. 


HAVE you not heard it long ago 
of cunning fawkners tolde, 


That haukes which love their keepers call 
are worth their weight in golde? 
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Lipitaphes, Epigrams, 


And fuch as knowethe luring voice 
of him that feedes them ftill, 

And never rangle farre abroade 
againft the keepers will, 

Doe farre exceede the haggarde hauke 
that {toopeth to no ftale, 

Nor forceth on the lure awhit, 
but mounts with every gale. 

Yes, yes, I know you know it well, 
and I by proufe have tride, 

That wylde and haggard hawkes are worfe 
than fuch as will abide. 

Yet is. there eke another kinde, 
farre worfer than the reft ; 

And thofe are they that flie at check, 
and ftoupe to erie geft. 

They leave the lawe that nature taught, 
and {hun their woonted kinde, 

In fleeing after erie foule 
that mounteth with the winde. 

You know what I doe meane by this; 
if not, give eare a while, 

And I fhall fhewe you my conceyte 
in plaine and fimple ftile. 

You were fometime a gentle hawke, 
and woont to feede on fit, 

And knew my luring voice right well, 
and would repaire at lift: 

I could no fooner make a beck, 
or token with my hand, 

But you would quickly judge my will, 

and how the cafe did ftand. 


Songs and Sonets. 


But now you are become fo wylde, 
and rammage to be feene, 


As though you were a haggard hawke; 


your maners altred cleene. 
You now refufe to come to fift, 

you ihun my woonted call, 
My luring lyketh not your eare 

you force me not at all. 


y 


You flee with wings of often chaunge 


at random where you pleafe ; 

But that in time will breede in you 
fome fowle and fell difeafe. 

Live like a haggard {ftill, therefore, 
and for no luring care, 

For beft (I fee) contents thy minde 
at wifhe and will to fare. 

So fome, perhaps, will live in hope 
at length to light on thee, 

That earft reclaimde fo gentle werte, 
and loving birde to mee; 

But if thou chaunce to fall to check, 
and. force on erie fowle, 

Thou fhalt be worfe detefted then, 
than is the nightifh owle. 

This counfell take of him that once 
did keepe thee at his beck, 

But now gives up in open field, 

for feare of filthie check. 
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Epigraphes, Lpigrams, 


The Lover obtayning his wifhe by all likelyhode, yet not able 


to attaine his defire, compares himfelf to Tantalus. 


OF Tantalus plight 
The poets wright, 
Complayning 
And fayning 
In forowfull fownding fonges: , 
Who feeles (they faye) 
For apples gaye 
Such paynineg, 
Not gayning 
The fruite for which he longes : 
For when he thinkes to feede therone, 
The fickle flattning treeis one 
And al! in vaine hee hopes to have, 
his famine to expell, 
The flitting fruite that lookes fo brave 
and likes his eie fo well: 
And thus his hunger doth increafe, 
And hee can never finde releafe. 
As want of meate 
Doth make him freate 
With raging, 
And gaging, 
To catch the fruite that flees: 
Even fo for drythe, 
Theomiler erythe 
Not fwaging, 
But waging, 
For licourthattieetees= 


Songs and Sonets. 


For to his painefull parched mouth, 
The long defired water flouth ; 
And when he gapes full greedilie, 
unthriftie thirft to flake, 
The river wafteth f{peedilie,. 


and awaywarde goes the lake ; 


That all the licour from his lips 

And dryed chaps away it flips. 
This kinde of paine 
Doth he fuftaine, 

Not ceafing, 

Increafing, 

His pittifull pining wo: 

In plenties place, 
Devoide of grace, 

Releafing, 

Or ceafling 


The pangs that pinch him fo: 


Of all the fretting fits of Hell 
This Tantals torment is moft fell : 


For that the reaft can have no hope 


their freedome to attaine, 


And he hath graunted him fuch fcope 


as makes the myfer faine: 


But all for nought in fine it ferves, 
For he with dryth and hunger fterves. 


Even fo fare 1 

That am at nie 
My pleafure, 
My treafure, 
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Lipitaphes, Epigrams, 


And have at will 
My ladie {till 
At leafure, 
In meafure, 
As well it liketh mee. 


' The amorous blincks flee to and fro, 


With fugred words that make a fhow, 
That fanfie is well pleafde withall, 
and findes it felfe content : 
Eche other friendly friend doth call 
and eche of us confent ; 
And thus we feeme for to poffeffe 
Eche others hart and have redreffe. 
We coll, we clip, 
We kiffe with lip, 
Delighted, 
Requighted, 
And merily fpend the day: 
The tales I tell 
Are fanfide well, 
INecttec: 
Not fpited, 
Thus weares the time away. 
Looke, what I like fhee doth imbrace, 
Shee gives good eare unto my cafe, 
And yeeldes mee lawfull libertie 
to frame my dolorus plaint, 
To quite hir friend from jeopardie 
whome Cupid hath attaint ; 
Refpecting nought at all his welth, 
But fecking meane to worke his helth. 


Songs and Sonets. 


I feeme to have 
The thing I craue ; 
Shee barres not, 
Shee jarres not, 
But with a verie good will 
Shee heares my fute; 
And for the frute 
Shee warres not, 
But dares not 
To let me feede my fill. 
Shee would (I know) with hart agree ; 
The fault is neyther in hir nor mee, 
I dare avowe full willinglie 
fhee would confent thereto, 
And gladly would me remedie 
too banifh away my woo: 
So thus my with I doe poffeffe, 
And am a Tantal naytheleffe. 
For though I ftande 
And touch with hande, 
Allured, 
Procured, 
The faint I doe defire: 
And may be bolde 
For to enfolde, 
A ffured, 
Indured, 
The corps that I require ; 
Yet by no meanes may J attaine 
To have the fruite I would fo faine 
To rid me from extremitie, 
and cruell oppreffing care : 
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Epitaphes, Epigrams, 


Even thus with Tantals penaltie 
my deftnie may compare , 
Who though endure exceffive paine, 
Yet mine is not the leaft of twaine. 


The Lover to the Thems of London, to favor his Ladte 
paling thereon. 


THou ftately ftreame yt with the {welling tide 

Gainft London walles inceffantly doft beate, 

Thou Thems (I fay) where barge and bote doth ride, 

And fnowhite fwans do fifth for needefull meate ; 
When fo my loue of force, or pleafure fhall 

Flit on thy floud, as cuftome is to do, 

Seeke not with dread hir courage to appall, 

But calme thy tyde, and fmoothly let it go, 

As fhee may joy, arrivde to fiker fhore 

To paffe the pleafant ftreame fhe did before. 
To weltre up and furge in wrathfull wife, 

(As did the floud where Helle drenched was) 

Would but procure defame of thee to rife: 

Wherefore let all fuch ruthleffe rigor paffe, 

So with I that thou mayft with bending fide 

Have powre for aye in woonted goulfe to elide. 


To his Ring given to his Ladie, wherein was graven this 
verfe: My hart ts yours. 


THOUGH thou (my ring) be fmall, 
and flender be thy price, 


Songs and Sonets. 


Yet haft thou in thy compaffe coucht 


a lovers true device. 
And though no rubie red, 
ne Turkeffe trim thy top, 
Nor other Juell that commends 
the golden Vulcans fhop, 
Yet mayft thou boldlye vaunt, 
and make a true report 
For mee, that am thy mayfter yet 
in fuch a femblant fort, 
That aye (my hart is hirs) 
of thee I afke no more : 
My pen and I will fhew the reaft, 
which yet I keepe in ftore. 
Be mindefull of thy charge, 
and of thy mayfters cafe : 
Forget not that (my hart is hirs) 
though I be not in place. 
When thou haft tolde thy tale, 
which is but fhort and fweete, 
Then let my love conject the reaft, 
till she and I doe meete; 
For as (my hart is hirs) 
fo shall it be for‘aye: 


My hart, my hand, my lyfe, my limmes 


are hirs till dying daye. 
Yea, when the f{pirite gives up 
and bodie breathes his laft, 
Say, naytheleffe (my hart is hirs) 
when life and all is paft. 
Sit faft to hir finger, 


But doe thou not wring her. 
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Epitaphes, Epigrams, 


The difpairing Lover craves eyther mercie in time at his 


Ladtes hands, or cruell death. 


LIKE as the fearefull foule 
within the fawcons foote 
Doth yceldehimiciie tordic, 
and fees none other boote, 
Even fo dread I (my deare) 
leaft ruth in thee will want, 
To me that-am thy thrall, 
who, fearing death, doe pant. 
So faft I am in gyve 
within your beauties gayle, 
As thence to make a breach 
no engin may prevaile. 
The hart within my breaft 
with trembling feare doth quake, 
And fave your love (my deare) 
nought can my torment flake. 
To flea a yeelding pray 
I judge it not your kinde: 
Your beautie bids mee hope 
more ruth in you to finde ; 
Where Nature hath performde 
fuch featurde fhape to fhowe, 
There hath fhe clofde in breaft 
a hart for grace to growe. 
Wherefore my lingring paines 
redreffe with ruthfull hart, 
And doe in time become 
phyfition to my fmart. 


Songs and Sonets. 


Oh! fhowe thy felfe a friende 

and natures impe to bee: 
As thou a woman art by kinde, 

to womans kinde agree. 
But if you can not finde 

in hart my lyfe to fave, 
But that you long to fee 

your thrall lye deade in grave, 
Sende mee the fatall toole 

and cruell cutting knife, 
And thou fhalt fee me rid 

my wretched limmes of life, 
No leffe to like thy minde 

than to abridge my fmart ; 
Which were an yll rewarde 

for fuch a good defart. 
Of both I count it leaft 

by curfed death to fall, 
Than ruthleffe here to live, 

and aye to be a thrall. 


Lo his Frriende, to be confiant after chotfe made. 


WHAT made Ulyffes wife 
to be renowmed fo? 
What forced Fame hir endleffe brute 
in blafting trumpe to blow? 
What Cleopatra caufde 
to have immortall prayfe ? 
What did procure Lucrecias laude 
to laften to our dayes? 


LEpitaphes, Epigrams, 


Caufe they their plighted heftes 
unbroken aye refervde, 
And planted conftance in their harts 
from whome they never fwervde. 
What makes the marble ftone 
and diamond fo deare? 
Save that the[y] longeft laft of all, 
and alwayes one appeagg ? 
What makes the waxen forme 
to be of tlender price, 
But caufe with force of fire it melts, 
and wafteth with a trice ? 
Then, if thou long for prayfe, 
or blafted fame to finde, 
(My friend) thou muft not chaunge thy choyce, 
or turne lyke cock with winde : 
Be conftant in thy worde, 
and ftable in thy deede: 
This is the readieft way to win 
and purchafe prayfe with fpeede. 


Counfell returned by Pyndara to Tymetes of Confiancte. 


WHAT made the Troyan duke, 
that wandring prince, to have 
Such yll report, and foule defame 
as him Carthago gave? 
What faythleffe Jafon forcde 
a traytors name to gaine, 
When he to Colchos came, and did 
the golden Fleefe attaine ? 


Songs and Sonets. 


- What Thefeus caufde to bee 
reported of fo yll, 

As yet record thereof remaynes 
(I think) and ever wyll? 

Caufe they their faithfull friendes, 


that favde their doubtfull lyves, 


Forfooke at laft, and did difdaine 
to take them to their wyves. 
They brake their vowed hetftes ; 
by fhip away they went, 
And fo betrayde thofe fiely foules 
that craft nor falfehood ment. 
Wherefore if you (my friend) 
the like report will flee, 
Stand ever to the promife made, 
and plighted troth to mee. 
Thofe dames of whome you {pake 
were con{tant (as you fay), 
But fure thefe lovers I alleadge 
unfaithfull parts did play. 
More caufe have I to doubt 
of you (Tymetes) then, 
Tor (as you fee) we women are 
more truftie than you men. 


The Lovers muft not difpaire, though their Ladies 


feeme ftraunge. 


THOUGH Neptune in his rage 
the {welling feas doe toffe, 
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Epitaphes, Epigrams, 


And crack the cables in difpite, 
to further fhipmens loffe ; 
Though ancker holde doe fayle, 
and myffon go to wrack, 
Though fayles with bluftring blaft be rent, 
and keale begin to crack ; 
Yet thofe that are a boorde, 
and guide the fhip with fteare, 
Although they fee fuch daungers preft 
and perils to appeare, 
Yet hope to light at laft 
upon fome harbour holde, 
And finde a porte where they to caft 
their anckers may be bolde. 
Though theeves be kept in gayle 
faft bound in fureft gyves, 
They lay not all good hope afide 
for faving of their lives : 
They truft at length to fee 
fuch mercie in the judge, 
ASithey,in open pretencerqiuin 
may from the prifon trudge. 
And thofe for greedie gaine, 
and hope of hidden golde, 
In deepeft mynes and dungeon darck 
that  byde the bitter colde, 
In fine, doe looke to light 
upon fome golden vaine, 
Which may be thought a recompence 
for all their paffed paine. 
The ploughman eke that toyles 
and turnes the ground for graine, 


Songs and Sonets. 


“And fowes his feede (perhaps to loffe) 
yet f{tandes in hope of gaine: 

He will not once difpaire, 
but hope till harveft fall, 

And then will look affuredly 
to {tuffe his barnes withall. 

Since thefe in perils point 
will never once difpaire, 

Then why fhould louers ftand in dread 
of ftormes in weather faire ? 

Why {fhould they have miftruft 
fome better hap to finde, 

Or think that women will not chaunge, 
as is their woonted kinde? 

Though ftraunge they feeme a while, 
and cruell for a fpace, 

Yet fee thou hope at length by hap 
to finde fome better grace ; 

For tygers will be tame, 
and lyons that were woode, 

In time their keepers learne to knowe 
and come to them for foode. 

What though they fcorne as now 
to liften to thy fute, 

Yet thou in time, when fortunes ferves, 
fhalt reape fome better frute. 

And though thy fighes they fcorne, 
and mock thy welling teares, 

Yet hope (I fay), for after ftormes 
the fhining funne appeares. 

And never ceafe to fue, 

nor from lamenting ftint ; 


Epitaphes, kpigrams, 


For often drops of falling raine 
in time doe pierce the flint. 

Was never ftone fo {trong, 
nor womans hart fo harde, 

But thone with toole, and thother with teares 
in proceffe might be fcarde. 


A Letter fent by Tymetes to his Ladie Pyndara at the 
time of his departure. 


Or pennes I had good {ftore, 
ne paper did I want, 
When I began to write to thee, 
but inck was fomewhat {cant ; 

Yet Loue-devifdemeteh, 
a friendly fleight at neede, 
For I with pointed penfill made 
my middle finger bleede : 
From whence the bloud, as from 
a cloven conduite, flue, 
And thefe fewe rude and {fkilleffe lines 
with quaking quill I drue. 
Now, friend, I muft depart, 
and leave this lyked lande: 
Now canckred hap doth force me take 
a new found toyle in hande. 
Shee fpites that I fhould live, 
or leade a quiet life, 
Aye feeking how to breede my bale, 
and make my forrowes rife. 


Songs and Soiets. 


From whence I paffe I knowe, 
a place of pleafant bliffe, 
But wither I fhall I wote not well, 
I know not where it is ; 
Where fhe by fea or lande 
me (cruell) will compell 
To paffe, or by the defart dales, 
were verie- hard to tell. 
But needes I muft away, 
the wefterne winde doth blowe 
So full againft my back that I 
of force from hence doe go : 
Yet naytheleffe in pawne 
(O friend) I leave with you 
A faithfull hart, that lafting lyfe 
will fhewe it felfe as true, 
As looving earft it hath: 
and ifmee trultyou dare, 
Fill up the emptie place with yours, 
if you the fame may fpare. 
Inclofe it in my breatt ; 
in fafetie fhall it lie, 
And thou fhalt have thy hart againe, 
if I doe chaunce to die. 
Thus dubble is your gaine, 
a dubble hart to have, 
To purchafe thee another hart, 
and eke thine owne to fave. 
Live mindefull of thy friend, 
forget not promife patt ; 


Be {toute againft the ftubborne ftrokes 


of frowarde Fortunes blaft. 


sagt Sas 


Epitaphes, Lpigrams, 


Penelope, batruc 
to thy Ulyiesdile 
Let no newe chofen friend breake off 
the threed of our good will. 
Though I on feas doe paffe, 
the furge will have no powre 
To quench the flame that in my breaft 
increafeth day and howre. 
And thus (the hart that ts 
your owne) doth wifh thee well, 
With good increafe of bleffed haps 
finifter chaunce to quell. 
Adue, my chofen friend : 
if Fortune fay Amen, 
From hence I go thine owne, and will 
thine owne returne agen. 


Pyndaras aunfwere to the Letter which Tymetes fent hir 
at the time of his departure. 


When firft thy letters came 
(O loving friend) to mee, 
I leapt for joy, in hope to have 
receyvde good newes of thee. 
I never ftayde upon 
thofe lines that were without ; 
But rafhly ript the feale, to rid 
my minde from dreadfull dout. 
Which done (Oh cruell griefe !) 


ele 
I faw a mournefull fight : 


Songs and Sonets. 


This verfe (of pennes I had good ftore) 


with purple bloud ywright. 
With flouds of flowing teares 
{traight drowned were mine eies ; 
On eyther cheeke they trickled faft, 
and ranne in river wies. 
My minde did yll abode, 
ity tictetosteadathe melts 
For when I faw the inck was fuch, 
I thought I faw the beft. 
Long ftoode I in a dumpe, 
my hart began to ake ; 
My liver leapt within my bulck, 
my trembling hands did fhake : 
My fenfes were bereft, 
my bowing knees did bende ; 
Out from my nofe the bloud it brake, 
much like the letter pende. 
Up ftart my ftaring locks, 
I lay for dead a fpace; 
And what with bloud and brine I all 
bedewde the dreerie place. 
From out my feeble fift 
fell needle, cloth and all; 
I knewe no wight, I faw no funne, 
as deafe as {tone in wall. 
At laft, when ftanders by 
had brought my fenfe againe, 
And force of life had conquered griefe 
and banifht deadly paine, 
I thought the worft was paft ; 
I deemde I-could abide 
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Epigraphes, Epigrams, 


No greater torment than I had, 
unleffe I fhould have dide. 
To vewing then againe 
of bloudie lynes I go, 
And ever as I read the words, 
mee thought I faw the blo 
Which pointed penfell gave, 
from whence that dolefull inck 
As from a cloven conduit flue: 
remembrance make me {fhrinck. 
Oh, friend Tymetes, why 
fo cruell were thou than ? 
What didft thou meane to hurt thy fleth, 
thou rafh and retchleffe man? 
What! didft thou deeme that 
could vew that gorie {crole 
Withouten anguifh of the minde ? 
or think vpon the hole 
Of that thy friendly fitt 
and finger that did bleede ? 
No, no; I have a womans hart, 
I am no tygers feede. 
As great a griefe it was 
for me to think in hart 
Of thy mifhap, as if my felfe 
had felt the prefent fmart. 
O cruell curfed want 
of fitter inck to write! 
Good fayth, that lycour was unmeete 
fuch loving lines tindite. 
But yet in fome refpeéct 
it fitted with the cafe; 


Songs and Sonets. 


For (out alas) I read therein 
that thou haft fled the place, 
Where friendly we were woont 
like faithfull friends to bee ; 


Where thou moughtft chat with me thy fill, 


and I conferre with thee. 
Oh fpitefull cruell chaunce ! 
oh curfed canckred fate! 
Art thou a goddeffe (monfter vile) 
deferving ftoole of {tate ? 
O blinde and muffled dame! 
could{t thou not fee to fpare 
Two faithfull harts, but reaving thone 
muit breede the others care ? 
No woonder tis that thou 
doft ftande on whirling wheele ; 
For by thy deedes thou doft declare 
thou canft doe nought but reele. 
Art thou of womans kinde 
and ruthfull goddeffe race, 
And haft no more refpeét unto 
a fielie womans cafe? 
Avaunt, thou froward fiend! 
thou fo my friend doft drive 


From fhore well knowne to forraine coaft 


our fugred joyes to rive. 
If fo thy minde be bent 
that my Tymetes fhall 
Depart the prefence of his friend, 
yet fo doe guide the ball 
As he at lande may live, 
not trying furge of feas ; 
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ipigraphes, Epigrams, 


Nor fhip him from the havens mouth 
to breede him more uneafe. 
(Good friend) adventure not 
fo rafhly on the floud, 
As earft thou didft in writing of 
this letter with thy bloud. 
meeke fot tinctealeun yreare. 
or dubble griefe begoon ; 
Think of Leanders bolde attempt 
the like diftreffe to fhoon. 
What furetie is in fhip ? 
what truft in oken plancks ? 
What credit doe the windes deferve, 
at lande that play fuch prancks ? 
If houfes ftrongly built, 
and towers battled hie, 
By force of blaft be overthrowne 
when “ols impes doe flie : 
In puffing windes the pine 
and aged oke doeteare, 
And from the bodies rent the boughes 
and loftie lugges they beare: 
Then, why fhouldft thou affie 
in keale or cable fo; 
Or hazard thus thy felfe upon 
the toffing feas to go? 
Haft thou not heard of yore 
how good Ulyffes was 
With ftormie tempeft chafed fore 
when he to Greece did did paffe ? 
A wearie travaile hee 
for ten yeares {pace abid, 
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And all the while this noble Greeke 
on waltring wallow flid. 
Haft thou not read in bookes 
of fell Charybdis goulfe, 
And Scyllas dogs, whome fhips doe dread 
as lambes doe feare the woulfe ? 
Nor of the raggie rocks 
that underlurck the wave, 
And rent the barcks that AZols blafts 
into their bofome drave ? 
Not of the monfters huge 
that belch out frothie fleame, 
And finging firens that doe drowne 
both man and fhip in ftreame ? 
Alas! the thought of feas, 
and of thy paffage paines 
(If once thou gage thy felfe to furge) 
my hart and members {ftraines. 
The prefent fits of feare 
of afterclaps to cum, 
Amaze my loving tender breatt, 
and fenfes doe benum. 
But needes thou muft away, 
(oh friend) what hap is this 
That ere thou flie this friendly coaft 
thy lips I can not kiffe : 
Nor with my folded armes 
imbrace that neck of thine, 
Nor clap unto thy manly breaft 
thefe loving dugs of mine: 
Not fhed my trilling teares 
upon thy moifted face, 


4 ets aa ~~~" 
ver ~~ ’ s" 
rr aLs , 4 
om Figen tay J % ? 
- aa . i. oF 


| Og 


Bape eae / 


caf 


eo te 


hes 


E:pitaphes, Epigrams, 


Nor fay to‘thee: (Vy metradue) 
when thou departft the place. 
O that I had thy forme 
in waxen table now, 
To reprefent thy lively lookes 
and friendly loving brow ! 
That mought perhaps abridge 
fome part of pinching paine, 
And comfort me, till better chaunce 
did fend thee home againe. 
Both winde and wave atonce 
con{pire to worke my wo, 
Or elfe thou fhouldft not fo be forft 
from me (thine owne) to go. 
O wayward wefterne blaft ! 
what didft thou meane fo full 
Again{ft Tymetes back to blow, 
and him from hence to pull? 
Haft thou bene counted earft 
a gentle gale of winde, 
And doft thou now at leneth bewray 
thy fierce and frowarde kinde ? 
I thought the northern blaft, 
from froftie pole that came, 
Had bene the worft of all the windes 
and moft deferved blame; 
But now I plainely fee 
that poets did but faine 
When they of Borias fpake fo yl], 
and of his cruell raigne: 
For thou of AZols brats 
thy felfe the worft doft fhowe ; 


Songs and Sozets. 


And having no juft caufe of rage 
to foone beginft to blowe. 

If needes thou wouldft have ufde 
thy force and fretting moode, 


Thou fhouldft have broyld among the trees 


that in the mountaines ftoode, 
And let us friends alone 
that livde in perfite bliffe ; 
But to requeft the windes of ruth 
but labor loft it is. 
Well (friend) though cruell hap 
and windes did both agree, 
That thou on fodaine fhouldft forgo 
both countrie coaft and mee, 
Yet have I founde the pawne 


which thou didft leave behinde: 


I meane thy loving faithfull hart, 
that never was unkinde. 
And for that firme beheft 
and plighted truth of youre, 
Wherein you vow that love begoon 
fhall to the death endure, 
To yeelde thee thy demaunde 
my written lines protett ; 
Inclofe my hart within thy bulck 
as I will thine in brett. 
Shrine up that little lumpe 
of friendly flefh (my friend) 
And I will lodge in loving wife 
the gueft that thou didft fend. 
I joy at this exchaunge : 
for I affured ftande, 
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Lipitaphes, L:pigrams, 


Thy tender hart that I doe keepe 
fhall fafelie lie at lande. 
Nor doe I doubt at all 
but thou wilt have regarde 
Of that thy charge, and womans hart 
committed to thy warde. 
Why doft thou write of death? 
I truft thou fhalt not die, 
As long as in thy manly breaft 
a womans hart doth lie: 
To cruell were the cafe, 
the Sifters eake were fhroes, 
If they woulde feeke the death of us, 
that are fuch friendly foes. 
But if the worft fhould fall, 
and that the cruell death 
Doe {top the fpindles of our life, 
and reave us both of breath, 
Yet this doth make me joy, 
that thou fhalt be the grave 
Unto my hart, and in my breft 
that hart [h]is hierce fhall have. 
For fure a funder fhall 
thefe members never go, 
As long as life in lims doth lodge 
and breath in lungs bylow. 
I mindefull live of thee, 
and of my promife patt; 
I will not feeke to chaunge my choife, 
my love is fixed faft. 
To my Tymetes I 
as faithfull will be found, 
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As to Ulyffes was his wife, 
whilft Troie was laide on ground. 
As for new choife of friends, 
prefume upon thy P. 
Thou knowft I have thy hart in breatt, 
and it will none but thee. 
Abandon all diftruft, 
and dread of miftie minde; 
For to the hart (that is mine owne) 
I will not be unkinde. 
Adue, my chofen friend, 
Adue to thee agen ; 
Remaine my love, but pray the write 
no more with bloudie pen. 
Thine owne in life, thine owne in death, 
Thine owne whilft lungs fhall lende me breath; 
Thine owne whilft I on earth doe wonne, 
Thine owne whilft I thall fee the fonne. 


Lo his abfent Friend the Lover writes of his unqutet 


and refilef{e fiate. 


THOUGH curious {kill I want to wel endite, 
And I of facred Nymphs and Mufes nine 

Was never taught wt poets pen to write, 

Nor barrain braine to learning did incline 

To purchafe prayfe, or with the beft to thine, 
Yet caufe my friend fhall finde no want of will 
I write: let hir accufe the lack of fkill. 

No leffe deferves the lambe to be imbraft 
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Epitaphes, Epigrams, 


Of lowring Jove at facred altar flaine, 
If with good zeale it offred be at laft 
By Irus, than doe Crceefus bullocks twaine : 
For no refpect is to be had of gaine 
In fuch affayres; but to the givers hart, 
And his good will, our fenfes muft convart. 
Wherfore to thee (my friend) thefe lines I fend 
As perfite proufe of no diffembling minde, 
But of a hart that truely doth intend 
To fhew it felfe as loving and as kinde, 
As woman woulde hir lover wifh to finde: 
And more than this my paper can declare ; 
I love thee (friend) and wifh thee well to fare. 
I would thou wift the torment I fuftaine 
For lack of hir that fhould my wo redreffe, 
And that you knew fome parcell of my paine, 
Which none may well by deeming judgement geffe, 
Nor I with quill have cunning to expreffe: 
I know thou couldft but rue my wofull chaunce, 
That by thy meanes was brought into this traunce. 
The day doth breede my doole, and ranckling rage 
Of fecret {mart in wounded breaft doth boyle ; 
No pleafant pangue my forrowes may aflwage, 
Nor give an ende unto my wofull toyle: 
The golden Sunne that glads the earthly foyle, 
And erie other thing that breedes delight 
Of kinde, to mee are forgers of my fpite. 
I long for Phoebus glade and going downe, 
My drearie teares more covertly to fhed ; 
But when the night with uglie face doth frowne, 
And that I am yplafte in quiet bed, 
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In hope to be with wifhed pleafure fed, 
A greater griefe, a worfer paine enfues. 
My vaporde eies their hoped fleepe refues. 

Then rowle I in my deepe difpayring breft 
The {weete difdaines, and pleafant anger paft, 
The lovely ftrifes: when ftars doe counfell reft 
Incroaching cares renue my griefe as fafte, 

And thus defired night in wo I wafte ; 
And to expreffe the harts exceffive paine, 
Mine eies their deawie teares diftill amaine. 

And reafon why they fhould be moy{ted fo 

Is, for they bred my hart this bitter bale; 
They were the onely caufe of cruell wo 
Unto the hart, they were the guilefull ftale. 
Thus day and night, ytoft with churlifh gale 
Of fighes in fea of furging brine, I bide, 

Not knowing how to {cape the fcowring tide. 

At laft the fhining rayes of hope to finde 
Your friendfhip firme, thefe cloudy thoughts repels, 
And calmed {kie returnes to miftie minde, 
Which deepe difpaire againe eftfoone compels 
Too fade, and eafe by dolours drift expels: 

That gods themfelves (I judge) lament my fate, 
And doe repine to fee my wofull ftate. 

Wherefore to purchafe prayfe, and glorie gaine, 
Do eafe your friend that lives in wretched plight, 
Doe not to death a loving hart con{traine, 

But feeke with love his fervice to requight, 

Doe not exchaunge a fawcon for a kite: 

Refufe him not for any friendfhip nue, 

A worfe may chaunce, but none more juft and true. 


54 Lipitaphes, Epigrans, 


Let Creffed myrror bee, that did forgo 
Hir former faythfull friend, King Priams fonne, 
And Diomed the Greeke imbraced fo, 

And left the love fo well that was begonne: 

But when hir cards were tolde and twift yfponne, 
She found hir Trojan friend the beft of both, 

For he renounft hir not, but kept his oth. 

This don, my griping griefs will fomwhat fwage, 
And forrow ceafe to grow in penfive breaft, 
Which otherwife will never blin to rage, 

And crufh the hart within his carefull cheaft. 

Of both for you and mee it were the beft, 

To fave my life and win immortall fame, 

And thus my mufe fhall blafe your noble name 
For ruine on my wofull cafe. 


The aunfwere of a woman to hir Lover, fuppofing his 
complaint to be but fayned. 


You want no {kill to paint 
or fhew your pangues with pen: 
It is a worlde to fee the craft 
that is in fubtile men! 
You feeme to write of woes 
and wayle for deadly fmart, 
As though there were no griefe but that 
which gripes your faythleffe hart. 
Though we but women are, 
and weake by lawe of kinde, 
Yet well we can difcerne a friende : 
we winke, but are not blinde. 
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Not every thing that gives 
a gleame and glittering fhowe, 
Is to be counted gold in deede; 
this proverb well you knowe: 
Nor every man that beares 
a faire and fawning cheere, 
Is to be taken for a friend, 
or chofen for a feere: 
Not everie teare declares 
the troubles of the hart ; 
For fome doe weepe that feele no wo, 
fome crie that tafte no fmart. 
The more you feeme to me 
in wofull wife to playne, 
The fooner I perfwade my felfe 
that you doe nought but fayne. 
The crocodile by kinde 
a floud of teares doth fhed, 
Yet hath no caufe of cruell crie; 
by craft this fiend is led: 
For when the fiely foule, 
that ment no hurt at all, 
Approcheth neere, the flipper ground 
doth give the beaft a fall, 
Which is no fooner done, 
but ftraight the monfter vyle, 
For forrow that did weepe fo fore, 
for joy beginnes to fmyle. 
Even fo you men are woont 
by fraude your friends to traine, 
And make in wife you could not fleepe 
in carefull couch for paine: 
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When you in deede doe nought 
but take your nightly nap, 
Or having flept, doe fet your fnare 
and tylle your guilefull trap. 
Your braynes as bufie bee 
in thinking how to fnare 
Us women, as your pillowes foft 
and bowlfters pleafant are. 
As for your dayes delights, 
our felves can witneffe well 
To fundrie women fundrie tales 
of fundrie jeftes you tell: 
And all to win their foves, 
which when you doe attaine, 
Within a while you fhew your kindes, 
and give them up in plaine. 
A fawcon is full hard 
among{t you men to finde, 
For all your maners more agree 
unto the kytifh kinde ; 
For gentle is the one, 
and loves his keepers hande, 
But thother bufferdlike doth fcorne 
on fawckners fift to ftande. 
For one good turne the one 
a thoufand will requite ; 
But ufe the other nere fo well, 
he fhewth himfelfe a kite. 
If Cresyd did amiffe 
the Troian to forfake, 
Then Dyomedes did not well 
that did thedadie-take 
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| Was never woman falfe, 
but man as falfe as thee, 
And commonly the men doe make 
that women flipper bee. 
Wherefore leave off your plaints, 
and take the fheete of fhame 
To fhrowde your cloking harts from colde, 
and fayning browes from blame. 
Yf fhe that reades this rime 
be wife as I could withe, 
She will avoyde the bayted hooke 
that takes the biting fithe ; 
And shoon the lymed twig, 
the flying foule that tyes: 
Tis good to feare of erie bush 
where threed of thraldome lyes. 


The Lover exhorteth his Ladie to take time, while time ts. 


THOUGH brave your beautie be, 
and feature paffing faire, 
Such as Apelles to depaint 
might utterly difpaire, 
Yet drowfie drouping age, 
incroching on apace, 
With penfive plough will raze your hue 
and beauties beames deface. 
Wherefore in tender yeares 
how crooked age doth hatte 
Revoke to minde, fo fhall you not 
your minde confume in watte. 


Epitaphes, Epigrams, 


Whilft that you may, and youth 
in you is frefh and greene, 
Delight your felfe ; for yeares to fit 
as fickle clouds are feene. 
For water flipped by 
may not be callde againe, 
And to revoke forepaffed howres 
were labour loft in vaine : 
Take time whilft time applies ; 
with nimble foote it goes, 
Nor to compare with paffed prime 
thy after age fuppoes. 
The holtes that now are hoare, 
both bud and bloume I fawe: 
I ware a garlande of the bryer 
that puts me now in awe. 
The time will be, when thou 
that doft thy friends defie, 
A colde and crooked beldam fhalt 
in lothfome cabbin lie: 
Nor with fuch nightlie brawles 
thy pofterne gate fhall founde, 
Nor rofes ftrawde afront thy dore 
in dawning fhall be founde. 
How foone are corpfes (Lorde) 
with filthie furrowes fild! 
How quickly beautie, brave of late, 
and feemely fhape, is fpild! 
Even thou that from thy youth 
to have bene fo, wilt fweare, 
With turne of hand in all thy head 
{halt have graye powdred heare. 
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The fnakes with fhifted fkinnes 
their lothfome age dooway ; 
The buck doth hang [h]is head on pale 
to live a longer day. 
Your good without recure 
doth paffe, receive the flowre: 
Which, if you pluck not from the ftalke, 
will fall within this howre. 


Lhe Lover wifheth to be conjoyned and faft linckt with his 
Ladte, never to funder. 


I READE how Salmacis fometime with fight 

On fodaine loovde Cyllenus fonne, and fought 
Forthwith with all hir powre and forced might 
Too bring to paffe hir clofe conceyved thought : 
Whome, as by hap fhe faw in open mead, 

She fude unto, in hope to have bene fpead. 

With fugred words fhe wood, & fparde no fpeach, 
But bourded him with many a pleafant tale, 
Requefting him of ruth to be hir leach, 

For whome she had abid fuch bitter bale ; 
But hee, repleate with pride and fcornefull cheare, 
Difdainde hir earneft fute and fongs to heare. 

Away shee went, a wofull wretched wight, 

And shrowded hir not farre from thence a {pace : 
When that at length the ftripling faw in fight 

No creature there, but all were out of place, 

Hee shifts his robes and to the river ran, 
And there to bath him bare the boy began. 
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The nymph in hope as then to have attainde 

Hir long defired love, retirde to flood, 

And in hir armes the naked noorie ftrainde: 

Whereat the boy began to ftrive a good, 

But ftrugling nought availed in that plight, 

For why, the nymph furpaft the boy in might. 
O Gods! (quoth tho the girle) this gift I crave, 

This boy and I may never part againe, 

But fo our corpfes may conjoyned have 

As one we may appeare, not bodies twaine. 

The gods agreed, the water fo it wrought, 

As both were one: thy felfe would fo have thought. 
As from a tree we fundrie times efpie 

A twiffell grow by Natures fubtile might ; 

And being two, for caufe they grow fo nie, 

For one are tane, and fo appeare in fight. 

So was the nymph and noorie joynde yfere, 

As two no more, but one felfe thing they were. 
O ladie mine! howe might we feeme ybett ; 

How friendly mought we gods account to bee, 

In femblant fort if they woulde breede my reft 

By lincking of my carkaffe unto thee! 

So that we might no more a funder go, 

But limmes to limmes, & corfe to carkaffe grow. 
O! where is now become that bleffed lake 
Wherein thofe two did bath to both their joy? 

How might we doe, or fuch provifion make 

To have the hap as had the maiden boy? 

To alter forme and shape of either kinde, 

And yet in proufe of both a share to finde? 

Then fhould our limmes wt lovely linck be tide, 


- 
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And harts of hate no tafte fuftaine at all, 

But both for aye in perfite league abide, 

And eche to other live as friendly thrall: 

That thone might feele the pangues the other had, 
And partner be of ought that made him glad. 

O bleffed nymph! O Salmacys! I faye, 
Would thy good luck unto hir lot would light, 
Whome I imbrace, and loven fhall for aye, 

By force of flood to chaunge hir nature quight : 
And that I might have hap, as had the boy, 
To never part from hir that is my joy. 

I would not ftrive, I would not ftirre awhit, 
(As did Cyllenus fonne, that ftately wight) ; 
But well content to be hermaphrodit, 

Would cling as clofe to thee as ere I might, 
And laugh to thinke my hap fo good to bee, 
As in fuch fort faft to be linckt with thee. 


The Lover, hoping affuredly of attaining his purpofe after 


long fute, begins to joy renouncing dolors. 


BE farre from mee, you wofull woonted cries, 

Adue, difpaire, that madfte my hart agries: 

Ye fobbing fighes farewel, and penfive plaint, 

Refigne your roomes to joy, y® long reftraint 
Without defart endurde. 

Reject thofe ruthfull rymes y" (quaking quill) 

Which both declarde my wo and want of {kill : 

(Mine eies) that long have had my love in chafe, 

With teares no more imbrue your myftreffe face, 

But to your fprings retyre. 


Lpigraphes, Lpigrams, 


And thou (my hart) that long for lack of grace 
Forepinde haft bene and in a doolefull cafe, 
Lament no more; let all fuch gripings go 
As bred thy bale, and nurft thy cankred wo 
With milke of mournefull dug. 
To Venus doe your due (you fenfes all) 
And to hir fonne to whome you are in thrall: 
To Cupid bend thy knee, and thankes repay 
That after lingred fute, and long delay, 
Hath brought thy fhip to fhore. 
Let crabbed fortune now expreffe hir might, 
And doe thy worft to me, thou ftinging fpite ; 
My hart is well defenft again{ft your force, 
For fhe hath vowde on mee to have remorce 
Whome I have loovde fo long. 
Henceforth exchaunge thy cheere, and wofull voice 
That haft yfounde fuch matter to rejoice: 
With mirrie quill, and pen of pleafant plight, 
Thy blisfull haps and fortune to endight, 
Enforce thy barraine fkull. 


Lhe Lover to his carefull bed, declaring his refileffe ftate. 


THOU that wert earft a reftfull place 
doft now renue my {mart, 

And woonted eake to falve my fore 
that now increafeft wo, 

Unto my carefull corfe an eafe, 
a torment to my hart, 

Once quieter of minde perdie, 

now an unquiet fo : 


Songs and Sonets. 


The place fometime of flumbring fleepe 
wherein I may but wake, 

Drenched in sea of faltith brine, 
(O bed) I thee forfake. 

No ife of Apenynus top 
my flaming fire may quent, 

Ne heate of brighteft Phoebus beames 
may bate my chillie colde: 

Nought is of ftately ftrength ynough 
my forrowes to relent, 

But (fuch is hap) renewed cares 
are added to the olde: 

Such furious fits and fonde affeéts 
in mee my fanfies make, 

That bathed all in trickling teares, 
(Ovbed)) T thee forlake: 

The dreames that daunt my dazed hed 
are pleafant for a fpace: 

Whilft yet I le in flumbring fleepe 
my carkaffe feeles no wo, 

For caufe I feeme with clafped armes 
my lover to imbrace ; 

But when I wake and finde away 
that did delight me fo, 

Then in comes care to pleafures place, 
that makes my limmes to quake; 

That all befprent with brackith bryne, 
(O bed) I thee forfake. 

No fooner ftirres Auroras ftarre, 
the lighteft lampe of all, 

But they that roufted were in reft, 

not fraught with fearefull dreames, 
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Do pack apace to labours left, 
and to their tafke doe fall : 
When I, awaking all inragde, 
doe baine my breaft with {treames, 
And make my fmokie fighes to fkies 
their upwarde way to take: 
Thus with a furge of teares bedewde, 
(Oi bed yiitihee forake 
Thus hurlde from hungrie hope by hap 
I die, yet am alive: 
From pangues of plaint to fits of fume 
my reftleffe minde doth runne, 
With rage and fanfie reafon fights, 
they altogither ftrive : 
Refiftaunce vayleth naught at all, 
for I am quickly wunne. 
Thus feeking reft no ruth I finde 
that gladfome joy may make, 
Wherefore, confumde with flowing teares 
(O bed) I thee forfake. 


An Epitaph and wofull verfe of the death of Sir Fohn 


Tregonwell, Knight, and learned Doctor 


of both Lawes, 


AND can you ceafe from plaint, 
or keepe your conduits drie? 
May faltifh brine within your breafts 
in tueh a tempettalies 
Where are your fcalding fighes, 
the fitteft foode of paine? 


Songs and Sonets. 


And where are now thy welling teares, 
I afke thee once againe ? 

Haft thou not heard of late 
the loffe that hath befell ? 

If not, my felfe (unhappie wight) 
will now begin to tell: 

(Though griefe perhaps will grutch, 
and {tay my foltring tongue) 
From whence this ragged roote of ruth 
and mourning moode is fprong. 

Was dwelling in this fheere 
a man of worthie fame, 
A jufticer for his defart, 
Tregonwell was his name: 
A. doétor at the lawes, 
A knight among the mo; 
A Cato for good counfell callde, 
as he in yeares did grow: 
A patrone to the poore, 
a rampire to the relt; 
As leefe unto the fimple forte, 
as friendly to the betft. 
No blinde affect his cie 
in judgement blearde at all, 
Whofe rightous verdit and decree 
was quite devoyde of gall. 
If he in hatefull hartes 
(where roote of rancour grew) 
Of faythfull friendthip feedes might fow, 
no paines he would efchew. 
Minerva thought of like, 
and Nature did confent 
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To prove in him by fkilfull arte 
what eyther could invent. 
A plot of fuch a price 
was never framde before ; 
To fhow their powre the heavens had 
Tregonwell kept in ftore. 
The prince did him imbrace, 
and fought him to advaunce, 
And better former ftate of birth 
by furthering of his chaunce: 
He ftill was readie bent 
his fervice to beftowe, 
Thereby unto his native foyle 
if gratefull gaine might growe. 
If fage advife were {carce, 
and wholefome counfell {cant, 
Then fhould you fee Tregonwels helpe, 
ne wifedome would not want. 
When Legats came from farre 
(as is their woonted guife) 
To treate of truce, or talke of warre, 
as matters did arife, 
Tregonwell then was callde 
his verdit to expreife, 
Who for the moft part in the cafe 
of fruitfull things could geffe. 
Or if himfelfe were fent 
(which hap Tregonwell had) 
Into a farre and forraine lande, 
then was Tregonwell glad ; 
For fo he might procure 
wealepublick by his paine : 


Songs and Sonets. 


It was no corfie to this knight 
long travaile to fuftaine. 
But what ? undaunted death 
that feekes to conquer all, 
And Atropos that goddeffe fterne 
at length have fpit their gall, 
And reft us fuch a one 
as was a Phoenix true, 
Save that now of his cindrie corfe 
there rifeth not a nue. 
Where may you fee his match? 
where fhall you find his leeke ? 
None, though you from the fartheft eaft 
unto the ocean feeke. 
O houfe without thy head ! 
O fhip without a fteare! 
Thy Palynurus now is dead, 
as fhortly will appeare. 
In daunger of diftreffe 
this knight was ever woont 
to yeelde himfelfe to perils pretft, 
and bide the greateft broont. 
No tumults tempeft could 
fubdue his conftant hart, 
Ne would the man by any meanes 
once from his countrie ftart. 
But (oh) it naught availes, 
for death doth ftrike the ftroke 
In things humaine; no worldly wealth 
his friendfhip may provoke. 
Let Trojans now leave off 
t 


by mourning to lament 


Epitaphes, Epigrams, 


The loffe of Priam and his towne, 
when ten yeares warre was fpent. 

Yee Romaines lay your hoods 
and black attire away: 

Bewaile no more your Fabians fall, 
nor that finifter day 

hat relteastomlemace 
which might have florifht long ; 

For neither loffe is like to this 
our not deferved wrong. 

Now Cornewall thou mayft crake, 
and Dorfet thou mayft crie, 

For thone hath bred, and thother loft 
Tregonwell fodainelie. 

Whofe corps, though earthed bee 
in lothfome lumps of foyle, 

His peereleffe prayfe by vertue-woon 
fhall never feare the foyle. 

Who fo therefore fhalt fee 
this marble where he lies, 

With that Tregonwels foule may finde 
a place above the {kies, 

And reach a rowme of reft 
appointed for the nones ; 

For in this tombe interred 1s 
but flefh and bared bones. 


The Lover confeffeth himfelfe to be in love, and enamored 


of Miftreffe P. 


IF banifht fleepe, and watchfull care, 
If minde affright with dreadfull dreames, 


Songs and Sonets, 


If torments rife, and pleafure rare, 
If face befmearde with often ftreames ; 
If chaunge of cheare from joy to fmart, 
If altred hue from pale to red, 
If foltring tongue with trembling hart, 
If fobbing fighes with furie fed ; 
If fodaine hope by feare oppreft, 
If feare by hope fuppreft againe, 
Be prooves that love within the breft 
Hath bound the hart with fanfies chaine: 
Then I of force no longer may 
In covert keepe my pierfing flame, 
Which ever doth it felfe bewray, 
But yeelde my felfe to fanfies frame. 
And now in fine to be a thrall 
To hir that hath my hart in gyve, 
Shee may enforce me rife or fall, 
Till death my limmes of life deprive. 
P. with hir beautie hath bereft 
My freedome from my thralled minde, 
And with hir loving lookes ycleft 
My reafon through both barke and rinde ; 
Yet well therewith Lam content 
In minde to take it paciently, 
Since, fure I am, fhe will relent, 
And not enforce hir friende to die. 
So I in recompence may have 
Naught but a faithfull hart againe ; 
Then other friendfhip will I crave, 
But think my loue ylent to gaine. 
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Lipisvaphes, E:pigrams, 


That all things have releafe of paine fave the Lover, that 


hoping and dreading never taketh eafe. 


WHAT fo the golden funne 
beholdes with blazing light, 
When paine is paft, hath time to take 
his comfort and delight. 
The oxe with lumpifh pace 
and leafure that doth drawe, 
Hath refpite, aftertoyle is pall, 
to fill his emptie mawe. 
The lolearde affe that beares 
the burden on his back, 
His dutie done, to {table plods, 
and reacheth to the rack. 
The deere hath woonted foyle 
his fervent heate to fwage: 
When woorke hath ende, to refpite runnes 
the peafant and the page. 
The owle that hates the day, 
and loves to flee by night, 
Hath queachie bufhes to defende 
him from Apollos fight. 
Eche cunnie hath a cave, 
eche little foule a neft 
To throwde them in at needefull times 
to take their needefull reft. 
Thus vewing courfe of kinde, 
it is not on the grounde, 
That. at fome time doth not refort 
where is his comfort founde. 


Songs and Sonets. 


Save me (O curfed man) 
whome neither funne ne fhade 
Doth ferve the burthen of my breaft 
and forrowes to unlade. 
E’che {port procures my fmart, 
eche feemely fight annoy ; 
I'che pleafant tune torments mine eafe, 
and reaves my hoped joy. 
No mufick foundes fo fweete 
as doth the doolefull drum, 
For fomewhat neare unto my fmart 
that mournefull founde doth cum. 
A gally flave I feeme 
unto my felfe to bee: 
The mayfter that doth guide the thip 
hath neare an eie to fee. 
You know where fuch a one 
as Cupid is doth fteare: 
Amid the goulfe of deepe difpaire 
great perill muft appeare. 
In fteade of {treaming fayles, 
hee wifshes hanges aloft, 
Which if in tempeft chaunce to teare, 
the barck will come to nought. 
For winde are {calding fighes, 
and fecret fobbings preft, 
Mixt with a cloude of ftormie teares 
to baine the lovers breft. 
Though Cupid neare fo well 
his beaten barck doe guie, 
By fleeing flats and finking fandes 
that in the wallow lie, 
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Yet thofe that are a boorde 
muft ever ftande in awe, 
For caufe a buffard is their guide, 
not forcing any flawe ; 
That followes none advice, 
but bluntly runnes on hed, 
As proude as peacock over thofe 
that in his chaine ar led. 
Thus may you plainely fee 
that eche thing hath releafe 
Of penfive paine, fave Cupids thralls, 
whofe torments aye increafe. 


A poore Ploughinan to a Gentleman for whome he had 
taken a little paines. 


YOUR culter cuts the foyle that earft was fowne, 
Your harveft was forereaped long agoe, 
Your fickle fheares the medowe yt was mowne, 
Ere you the toyle of tilmans trade did knowe: 
Good fayth you are beholding to the man 
That fo for you your husbandrie began, 

He craves of you no filver for his feede, 
Ne doth demaunde a penny for his graine ; 
But if you ftande at any time in neede, 
(Good maifter) be as bolde with him againe. 
You can not doe a greater pleafure than 
To choofe you fuch a one to be your man. 


Songs and Sonets. 


Lo his Friende P; of Courting, Travailing, Dyfing, 


and Tenys. 


To live in Court among the crue is care, 
Is nothing there but dayly diligence ; 
Nor cap nor knee, nor money mutt thou fpare, 
The prince his haule is place of great expence. 


In rotten ribbed barck to paffe the feas, 
The forraine landes and {traungie fites to fee, 
Doth daunger dwell: the paffage breedes uneafe, 
Not fafe the foyle, the men unfriendly bee. 


Admit thou fee the ftraungeft things of all, 
When eie is turnde the pleafant fight is gone: 
The treafure then of travaile is but fmall, 
Wherefore (friende P.) let all fuch toyes alone. 


To fhake the bones, and cog the craftie dice, 
To carde in care of fodaine loffe of pence, 
Unfeemely is, and taken for a vice: 

Unlawfull play can have no good pretence. 


Too band the ball doth caufe y® coine to watt, 
It melts as butter doth againft the funne; 


Naught fave thy paine, when play doth ceafe, y" hatt : 


Too ftudie then is beft when all is donne ; 
For ftudie ftayes and brings a pleafant gaine, 
When play doth paffe as glare wt cufhing raine. 
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Epcraphes, Epigrams, 


The Lover declares that unleffe he utter his forrowes by 
fute, of force he dyeth. 


LYKE as the gunne that hath to great a charge, 
And pellet to the powder ramde fo fore, 
As neyther of both hath powre to go at large, 
Till fthiverd flawes in founding fkies doe rore: 
Even fo my carefull breaft, that fraughted is 
With Cupids ware, and cloide with lurcking love, 
Unleffe I fhoulde difclofe my drerines, 
And out of hande my troubled thoughts remove, 
A funder woulde my cumbred carcaffe flee : 
The hart would breake the overcharged chace 
Of penfive breaft; and you (my love) fhould fee 
Your faythfull friende in lamentable cafe. 
Wherefore doe what you may in gentle wyes 
The gunner to affift in time of neede, 
And when you fee the pellet pierce the fkyes, 
And powder make a proufe of hidden gleede: 
Rue on his case, and feeke to quite his wo, 
Leaft in fhort time his gunne to peeces go. 


The Lover to a Friende that wrote him this fentence : 
Yours affured to the death. 


O FAITHFULL friend! thrife happy was the fift 
In fo few words to fuch effect that wrought: 

O friendly hart ! a thoufand folde yblift 

That hath conceivde fo juft and joyfull thought, 
As not till death from pawned love to bende, 
But friend at firft, and frind to be at ende. 


Songs and Sonets. 


Wherefore to countervaile thofe woords of thine, 
And quit thy love with faithfull hart againe, 
I vow that I will never once decline 
A foote from that I am for loffe or gaine : 
If thou be mine ¢2// death, I the[e] affure 
To be thy friend as long as life fhall dure. 


Of certaine flowers, fent him by his Love upon fufpicion 


of chaunge. 


YOUR flowers for their hue 
were frefh and faire to fee, 
Yet was your meaning not fo true 
as you it thought to bee. 
In that you fent me bame, 
I judge you ment thereby, 
That cleane extinct was all my flame 
from whence no fparckes did flie. 
Your fenell did declare 
(as fimple men can fhow) 
dihatilativieugsmyeprealt, i bare, 
where friendfhip ought to grow. 
A dayfie doth expreffe 
great follie to remaine : 
I fpeake it not by roate or geffe, 
your meaning was fo plaine. 
Rofemarie put in minde 
that bayes weare out of thought ; 
And Loveinydle came behinde 
for love that long was fought. 
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Lpigraphes, Epigrams, 


Your cowflips did portende 
that care was layde away ; 

And eglantyne did make an ende 
where fweete with fower lay ; 

As though the leaves at furft 
were {weete when love began, 

But now in proofe the pricks were curft, 
and hurtfull to the man. 


The Aunfwere to the fame. 


PERDIE I neede no bame, 
ne forced heate by charme, 
To fet my burning breaft in flame 
whom Cupids gleames do warme. 
On bayes is my delight, 
Remembrance is not paft ; 
Though dayfie hit the nayle aright, 
my friendfhip aye fhall laft. 
Though love in ydle bee, 
yet will I not forgoe, 
Ne caft off care as you fhall fee, 
and time the trouth fhall fhowe. 
oo limay tate the iweete; 
I force not on the fowre: 
The more is joy when friends doe meete, 
that Fortune earft did lowre. 
Your fenell failed quight 
where fuch good fayth is ment ; 
For bayes are onely my delight, 
though I for bayes be fhent. 


Songs and Sonets. 


Of a Iroxe that woulde eate no Grapes. 


By fortune came a foxe, 

where egrue a loftie vine: 
I will no grapes (quoth hee) 

this yarde is none of mine. 
The foxe woulde none, bicaufe that hee 
Perceivde the highneffe of the tree. 
So men that foxlie are, 

and long their luft to have, 
But cannot come thereby, 

make wife they would not crave. 

Thofe fubtill marchants will no wine, 
Bicaufe they cannot reach the vine. 


Of the flraunge countenaunce of an aged Gentlewoman. 


IT makes me laugh a good to fee thee lowre, 
and long to looken fad ; 

For when thy crabbed countenance is fo fowre, 
thou art fo feeming glad. 

I blame not thee but nature in his cafe, 

That might beftowde on thee a better grace. 


Lo the Roving Pyrat. 


THOU winfte thy wealth by warre, 
ungodly way to gaine; 

And in a houre thy fhip is funck, 

goods drownde, the pirat flaine. 
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I thee advife, ) 
If thou be wife, | 
To keepe thy wit, ; | Twas ever yit, 
Though it be fmall:} 


Lipigraphes, Epigvrams, 


The gunne is all thy truft; 
it ferves thy cruellio; 

Then brag not on thy canon fhot, 
As though there were no mo. 


Of one that had little Wit. 


(_ ‘Tis raretorect 
| And farre to fet: 


| Dearfte ware of all. 


In commendation of Wit. 


WIT farre exceedeth wealth, 
Wit princely pompe excels, 
Wit better is than beauties beames, 
Where pride and daunger dwels. 
Wit matcheth kingly crowne, 
Wit maifters witleffe rage ; 
Wit rules the fonde affects of youth, 
Wit guides the {teps of age. 
Wit wants no reafons {kill 
a faithfull friend to know: 
Wit wotes full well the way to voide 
the {mooth and fleering fo. 
Wit knowes what beft becommes, 
and what unfeemely fhowes : 
Wit hath a wile to ware the worft, 
Wit all good fafhion knowes. 


Songs and Sonets, 


Since wit by wifedome can 
doe this, and all the reft, 
That I imploy my painefull head 
to come by wit is beft : 
Whome if I might attaine, 
then wit and I were one; 
But till time wit and I doe cope, 
I fhall be poft alone. 


An Aunfwere in difpraife of Wit. 


THE wit you fo commend 
with wealth cannot compare ; 
For wealth is able wit to win, 
when wit is waxen bare. 
Wit hath no beauties beames ; 
to kingly crowne it yeeldes : 
Wit fubject is to wilfull rage, 
Rage wit and reafon weeldes. 
Wit rules not witleffe youth, 
nor aged fteps doth guide; 
Wit knowes not how to win a friende, 
wit is fo full of pride. 
Wit wots not how to flie 
the {mooth and flattering geft: 
Wit cannot well difcerne the thing 
that doth become it beft. 
Wit hath no wyle to ware 
mifhap before it fall ; 


Wit knowes not what good fafhion meanes, 


Wit can doe naught at all. 
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Lipigraphes, Epigrams, 


Since wit by wifdome can 
doe nothing, as you weene, 
If you doe toyle to come by wit, 
then are youtoverviecene. 
Whome when you doe attaine, 
though wit and you feeme one, 
Yet wit will to another, when 
your back is turnde and gone. 


The Lover to Cupid for mercie, declaring how firft he 
became his thrall, with the occafion of his defiyng 
Love; and now at laft what caufed him 

fo convert. 


O MIGHTIE lorde of love! 
Dame Venus onely joy, 
Whofe princely powre doth farre furmount 
all other heavenly roy, 
I that have fwarvde thy lawes, 
and wandred farre aftray, 
Have now retyrde to thee againe, 
thy ftatutes to obey : 
And fo thou wouldst vouchfafe 
to let ine plead. tor grace, 
I would before thy barre declare 
a fielie lover’s cafe. 
I would depaint at full 
how firft I was thy man, 
And fhow to that what was the caufe 
that I from Cupid ran. 


Songs and Sonets. 


And how I have fince that 
yfpent my weerie time, 
As I fhall tell, fo thou fhalt here 
declarde in doolefull rime. 
In greene and tender age 
(my Lorde), till xviii years, 
I {pent my time as fitted youth 
in fchole among my feeares, 
As then no bearde atcall 
was growne upon my chin, 


Which well approovde that mans eftate 


I was not entred in. 
I neede not tell the names 
of Authors which I read, 
Of proes and verfe we had inoug 
to fine the dulleft head: 
But I was chiefly bent 
to poets famous art ; 
To them with all my devor I 
my ftudie did convert. 
Where when I had with joy 
yfpent my time a while, 


The reaft refufde, I gave me whole 


to Nafos noble ftile. 
Whofe volumes when I faw 

with pleafant {tories fright, 
In him (I fay) above the reft 

I laide my whole delight. 
What fhould I here reherfe 

with bafe and barraine pen, 
The lincked tales and filed ftuffe 
that I pecuied thenz 


Lipigraphes, Epigrams, 


In fine, it was my loare 
upon that part to light 
Wherein he teacheth youth to love 
and women win by flight : 
Which Treatife when I had 
with judging eie furvayde, 
At laft I found thy godly kynde, 
and Princely powre difplayde. 
Of Cupid all that booke 
and of his raigne did ring, 
The poet there of Venus did 
in fugred dittie fing. 
There read I of thy thafts, 
and of thy golden bow, 
Thy fhafts which by their divers heads 
their divers kindes did fhow. 
I faw how by thy force 
thou madeft men to ftoope, 
And grifely gods by fecret flight 
and deuilish imps to droope. 


bd 


There were depainted plaine 
thy quick and quiver wings; 
And what fo elfe doth touch thy powre 
there Ovid {weetely fings. 
There I thy conquefts fawe, 
and many a noble fpoile, 
With names annexed to the fame 
of fuch as had the foile. 
There matrones marcht along 
and maydens in their roe, 
Both Faunes and Satyrs there I faw, 
with Neptuns troupe alfo. 


Songs and Sonets. 


With other thoufands elfe, 
which Nafo there doth write ; 
But not my pen or barraine fkull 
is able to recite. 
O mighty Prince (quoth I) 
of fuch a fearefull force, 
How bleft were I, fo thou of mee 
would{t daine to take remorce ! 
And choofe me for thy thrall 
among the reft to bee, 
That live in hope, and ferve in truft 
as waged men to thee. 
With that (thy Godhead knowes) 
thou gavifte a freindly looke, 
And (though unworthie fuch a place) 
mee to thy fervice tooke. 
In token I was thine, 
I had a badge of blue, 
With fabels fet, and charge withall 
that I fhould aye be true. 
Thou badfte me follow Hope, 
who tho thy enfigne bare. 
And fo I might not doe amiffe, 
thus didft thy felfe declare. 
Then who rejoyft but I? 
who thought himfelfe yblift ? 
That was in Cupids fervice plafte 
as bravely as the beft ? 
And thus in luftie youth 
I grue to be your thrall, 
And was (I witneffe of thy dame) 
right well content withall. 


Lipigraphes, Epizrams, 


But now I minde to fhewe 
(as promiffe was to doe) 
How firft I fled thy tents, and why 
thy campe I did forgoe. 
When I had bene retainde 
well nigh a yeare or more, 
And fervde in place of wage and meede 
as in the souldiars lore, 
I chaunft by hap to caft 
my floting eies awrie, 
And fo a dame of paffing fhape 
my fortune was to fpie: 
On whome Dame Nature thought 
such beautie to bef{towe, 
As fhe had never framde before, 
as proufe did plainely fhowe. 
On hir I gazde a while, 
till ufe of fenfe was fled, 
And, colour, paper white before, 
was woxen f{carlet red. 
I felt the kindled fparkes 
to flashing flames to growe ; 
And fo on fodaine I did love 
the wight I did not knowe. 
Then to thy pallace I 
with frowarde foote did run, 
And what I faide, I mynde it yet, 
for thus my tale begun. 
O noble Sir (quoth J), 
is this your free affent, 
I should purfue a game unknowne 
within your ftately tent? 


Songs and Sonets. 


If fo (quoth I) thou wilt, 
and givite the fame in charge, 
I mynde of all my brydled luft 
to let the raynes at large. 
Then (Hope) did prick mee forth, 
and bad mee be of cheere, 
Who faid I fhould within a while 
fubdue my noble feere. 
He counfelde mee to shun 
no dreadfull daungers place, 
But follow him who banner bore 
unto your noble grace. 
He would maintaine my right 
and further aye my caufe, 
And bannish all difpaire that grewe 
by frowarde fortunes flawes. 
Tis Cupids will (quoth hee), 
our maifter and our lorde, 
That thou with manly hart and hand 
fhouldft lay the barck aborde : 
She fhall not choofe but yeelde 
the fruite for paffed paines ; 
For fhee is one of Cupids thralls, 
and bound in Venus chaines. 
Thinkft thou our maifter will 
his fervant live in woe? 
No, not for all his golden darts, 
ne yet his crooked bowe. 
Wherefore with luckie mart 
give charge unto the wight: 


Take fpeare in hande, and targe on arme, 


and doe with courage fight. 


Lipigraphes, Epigrams, 


With that, I armde me well, 
as fits a warring man, 
And to the place of friendly fight 
with luftie foote I ran. 
My foe was there before 
I came unto the fielde : 
I thought Bellona had bene there, 
or Pallas with hir fhielde. 
So well fhee was befet 
with plate and privie maile, 
As for my life my limber launce 
might not a whit prevaile : 
Yet naytheleffe with fpeare 
and fhielde, we fought a fpace, 
But laft of all we tooke our bowes 
and arrowes from the cafe. 
Then dartes we gan to fling 
in wide and weightleffe fkies ; 
And then the fierceft fight of all 
and combat did arife. 
In ftead of fhivering thafts, 
light loving lookes we catft, 
And there I founde my felfe too weake, 
hir arrowes went fo fatft: 
But one above the reaft 
did cleave my breaft fo farre, 
As downe it went where lay my hart, 
and there it gave a jarre. 
So cruell was the ftroke, 
fo fodaine eke the wounde, 
As by the fearefull force I fell 
into a fenfeleffe founde. 


Songs and Sonets. 


Thus, having no refuge 
to quite my felfe from death, 
I made a vowe to love hir well 


whilft lungs fhould lende me breath: 


And fince that time I have 
endevorde with my might 

To win hir love, but nought prevailes ; 
{hee wayes it not a mite. 

Shee fkornes my yeelding hart, 
not forcing on my heft ; 

But by difdaine of cloudy browe 
doth further my unreft. 

Yet ruthleffe though fhee were, 
and farfed full of yre, 

I loovde hir well as hart could think, 
or woman might defire. 

I fought to frame my fpeach 
and countnance in fuch fort, 

As fhee my covert hart might fee 
by fhewe of outwarde port. 

To Troilus halfe fo true 
unto his Crefide was 

AS | tovhir who for hir face 
did Trojane Crefide paffe. 

At length, when Reafon faw 
me fotted fo in love, 

As I ne would, ne might at all 
my fanfie thence remove, 

Shee caufde hir trumpe be blowne 
to cyte hir fervants all 

Into the place, by whofe advife 

I might be rid from thrall. 
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Epigraphes, Epigrams, 


Then Plato firft appearde 
with fage and folemne fawes, 
And in his hand a golden booke 
of good and Greekifh lawes, 
Whofe honnie mouth fuch wife 
and weightie wordes did tell 
Gain{t thee and all thy troupe at once, 
As Reafon likte it well. 
When Platoes tale was done, 
then Tullie preft in place, 
Wholfe filed tongue with fugred talke 
would good a fimple cafe. 
With open mouth I heard, 
and jawes yitrecht awyde, 
How he gainft Venus dearlings all 
and Cupids captives cryde. 
Then Plutarch gan to preach, 
and by examples prove 
That thoufand mifchiefes were procurde 
by meane of guilefull love ; 
Whole cities brought to fpoyle, 
and realmes to fhamefull fack, 
Where kings and rulers good advice 
by meane of love did lack. 
Next Plutarch Senec came, 
fevere in all his fawes, 
Who cleane defide your wanton tricks, 
and fcornde your childifh lawes. 
I neede not name the reaft 
that {toode as then in place, 
But thoufandes more there were that fought 
your godhead to deface. 


Songs and Sonets. 


When all the hall was hutht, 
and fages all had donne, 
Then Reafon that in judgement fate 
hir fkilfull talke begonne. 
Gramercie, friends, (quoth thee) 
your counfell lykes me well, 
But now lend eare to Reafons wordes, 
and liften what I tell. 
What madneffe may be more 
than fuch a lorde to have, 
Who makes the chieftaine of his bande 
a ruke and rafkall flave ? 
Who woonted is to yeelde 
in recompence of paine, 
A ragged recompence, God wote, 
that turnes to meere difdaine. 
Who gladly would enfue 
a conduct that is blinde, 
Or thrall himfelfe to fuch a one 
as fhewes himfelfe unkinde ? 
What ploughman would be glad 
to fowe his feede for gaine, 
And reape, when harveft time comes on, 
but travaile for his paine? 
What madman might endure 
to watch and warde for nought, 
To ride, to runne, and laft to loofe 
the recompence he fought ? 
To wafte the day in wo, 
and reftleffe night in care, 
And have in ftead of better foode 
but fobbing for his fare ? 
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To bleare his eies with brine 
and falted teares yfhead, 
To force his fainting flefh to fade, 
his colour pale and dead ? 
And to foredoe with carke 
his wretched witherde hart, 
And fo to breede his bitter bale 
and hatch his deadly fmart ? 
I fpeake it to this fine, 
that plainely might appere, 
Cupidos craft and guilefull guife 
to him that itandeth ere: 
Whofe eies with fanfies mift 
and errors cloudes are dim, 
By meane that hee in Venus lake 
and Cupids goulfe doth fwim ; 
And hath, by fodaine fight 
of unacquainted fhape, 
So fixt his hart, as hope is paft 
for ever to. eleape, 
Unleffe to thefe my wordes 
a liftning edre heedende: 
Which oft art woont the lovers minde 
and fanfie to offende. 
But he that would his health 
fowre firops muft affay ; 
For erie griefe hath cure agaime 
by cleane repugnaunt way : 
And who fo mindes to quite 
and rid himfelfe from wo, 
Muft feeke in time for to remove 
the thing that hurtes him fo. 
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For longer than it laftes 
it frets the farder in, 
Untill it grow to cureleffe maine 
by paffing fell and f{kin. 
The pyne that beares his head 
up to the haughtie {kie, 
Would well have beene remoovde at firft, 
as daylie proofe doth trie, 
Which now no force of man 
nor engine may fubvart, 
So wyde the creeping rootes are run 
by Natures fubtill art. 
So love by flender fleight 
and little paine at furft 
Would have beene f{topt; but hardly now 
though thou would{t doe thy wurft. 
The woonted faw is true, 
fhun love, and love will flee; 
But follow love, and fpite thy nose, 
then love will follow thee : 
And though fuch graffed thoughts 
on fodaine may not die, 
Ne be forgone, yet proceffe fhall 
their farther grouth deftrie. 
No giaunt for his lyfe 
can cleave a knarrie oke, 
Though he would feeke to doe his wurft 
and utmoft at a ftroke ; 
But let the meaneft man 
have fpace to fell him downe, 
And he will make him bende his head, 
and bring his boughes to grownde. 


Lipitaphes, L:pigrais, 


No force of falling thowre 
can pierce the marble {tone, 
As will the often drops of raine 
that from the gutters gone. 
Wherefore, thou retchleffe man, 
my counfell with the mo 
Is, that thou peecemeale doe expell 
the love that paines thee fo. 
Renounce the place where fhee 
doth make fojourne and {tay ; 
Force not hir trayning truthleffe eies, 
but turne thy face away. 
Thinke that the hurtfull hooke 
is coverde with fuch baite; 
And that in fuch a pleafant plot 
the ferpent lurcks in waite. 
Waie well hir fcornefull cheere, 
and think fhee feekes thy fpoyle ; 
And though thy conqueft were atchivde, 
may not acquite thy toile. 
Not ydle fee thou bee, 
take aye fome charge in hande: 
And quickly fhalt thou quench the flame 
of careleffe Cupids brande. 
For what (I pray you) bred 
f/Egisthus fowle defame, 
And made him fpoken of fo yll? 
what put him to the fhame? 
What forcde the foole to love? 
his beaftly ydle lyfe 
Was caufe that he befotted was 
of Agamemnons wyfe. 
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If he had fought in field, 
encountring with his foe 
On ftately fteede, or elfe on foote 
with glave had given the bloe; 
If he, that lecher lewde, 
had warlick walles affailde 
With cannon fhot, or bownfing ram, 
his fenced enmies quailde, 
He had not felt fuch force 
of vile and beaftly fin, 
Cupidos fhafts had fallen fhort, 
if he had bufie bin. 
What Myrrha made to love, 
or Byblos to defire, 
To quench the heate of hungrie luft 
and flames of filthy fire ? 
What Canace enforcde 
to frie with frantick brands, 
in fort as up to yeeld hir felfe 
unto hir brothers hands? 
And others thoufand mo 
of whome the poets wright, 


Nought elfe (good fayth) but for they ‘had 


in ydle thoughts delight. 
They fpent their youthfull yeares 
in foule and filthie trade ; 
They bufied not their ydle braines, 
but God of Pleafure made. 
Wherefore if thou (I fay) 
doft covet to avoyde 
That bedlam boyes deceitfull bowe 
that others hath anoyde ; 
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Efchewe the ydle lyfe, 
flee, flee from doing nought, 
For never was there ydle braine 
but bred an ydle thought. 
And when thofe ftormes are paft, 
and cloudes remoovde away, 
1 know thou wilt on (Reafon) thinke, 
and minde the words I fay, Diseomedane: 
Which are that loove is roote ORR 
and onely crop of care, 
The bodies foe, the harts annoy, 
and caufe of pleafures rare. 
The fickneffe of the minde, 
the fountaine of unrett, 
The goulfe of guile, the pit of paine, 
of griefe the hollow cheft. 
A fierie froft, a flame, 
that frozen is with ife, 
A heavie burden light to beare, 
a vertue fraught with vice. 
It is a warlike peace, 
a latetiedeim cared, 
A. deepe difpaire -annext to hope, 
a famine that is fed: 
Sweete poyfon for his tafte, 
A.Porte Charybdis leeke, 
A Scylla for his fafetie thought, 
a lyon that is meeke. 
And (by my crowne I fweare) 
the longer thou doft love, 
The longer fhalt thou live a thrall, 
as tract of time will prove. 


Songs and Sonets. 


Wherefore retire in hatte, 
and {peede thee home againe, 
And pardned fhall thy trefpaffe bee, 
and thou exempt from paine. 
Take Reafon for thy guide, 
as thou haft done of yore, 
And fpite of Love thou fhalt not love, 
ne be a thrall no more. 
Repaire to Platos fchoole, 
and Tullies true advice ; 
et, Plutarch) becand) > eneea 
thy teachers to be wife. 
This long and learned tale 
had broofed fo my braine, 
As I forthwith to Reafon ran, 
and gave thee up in plaine. 
Piepieonslone: cq vothnl 
I now perceive his craft ; 
For Reafon hath declarde at large 
how hee my freedome raft. 
I fee his promife is 
farre fayrer than his paie: 
I finde how Cupid blearde mine eies, 
and made me run aftraie. 
I wrote how hungrie Hope 
hath led mee by the lip, 
And made mee moove an endleffe fute, 
well worth an oken chip. 
Hee trainde mee all by truft ; 
I farde as hounde at hatch, 
The leffer fruite I founde, the more 
I was procurde to watch. 
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Thus (mightie Lorde) I left 
thy lawes and ftatutes {trong 
For rayling Reafons trifling talke, 
and offerd thee a wrong. 
But now Dame Venus knowes, 
and thou, hir fonne, canft tell 
That I within my covert hart 
doe love thee paffing well. 
Now fully bent to be 
(fo thou wilt cleane put out 
Of mind my paffed injuries) 
thy man and fouldier ftout : 
Preft to obey thy will, 
and never fwarve againe, 
As long as Venus is of force, 
and thou thalt keepe thy raigne. 
I weigh not Tullies tale, 
ne prating Platos talke ; 
Let Plutarch vouch what Plutarch can, 
let fkurvey Senec walke. 
Olde Ovid will I reade, 
whofe pleafant wit doth paffe 
The reaft, as farre as ftubborne fteele 
excells the brittle glaffe. 
In him thy deedes of armes 
and manly Marts appeere ; 
In him thy ftately fpoyles are feene 
as in a mirrour cleere= 
Thy mothers prayfe and thine 
in him are to be founde, 
For conqueftes which you had in heaven, 
and here bylow on grounde. 
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Forgive my former guilt, 
forget my paffed toyes, 

And graunt I may afpire againe 
unto my woonted joyes. 

If ever man did love, 
or ferve in better fteede, 

Then fhape my wageffe to the fame, 
and doe reftraine my meede ; 

But fo I fight in fielde 
as fiercely as the beft, 

I hope that then your Godhead will 
reward me with the reft. 


After mifadventures come good haps. 


I NEVER thought but this, that luck in fine 
Would to my will and fanfie well incline ; 

For dayly proofe doth make an open fhow 

That commen courfe of things would have it fo. 
When ftormie clouds from darkned fkyes are fled, 
Then Phoebus fhewes his gay and golden hed: 
His princely pride appeares when fhowers are patt, 
And after day the night enfues as faft. 

When winter hath his trembling carkas fhowne, 
And w' his froftie foote the fpring downe throwne, 
Then in leapes A¢{tas gay with gladfome gleames, 
That harveft brings and dries up winter ftreames. 
The barck that broylde in rough and churlifh feas 
At length doth reach a port and place of eafe: 
The wailefull warre in time doth yeelde to peace, 
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The larums lowde and trumpets found doth ceafe. 
Thus may we fee that chaunce is full of chaunge. 
And Fortune feedes on foode that is full ftraunge. 
Wherefore doe not defpaire, thou loving wight, 
For feas doe ebbe and flow by Natures might: 
From worfe to good our haps are chaunged oft, 
And bafeft things fometimes are rayfde aloft. 

So Gods would have, and Fortune doth agree, 
Which proufe appeeres, and is expreft, by mee. 


To his Love, that Controlde his Dogge for fawning on hir. 


IN deede (my Deare) you wrong my dog in this, 
And fhew your felfe to be of crabbed kinde, 
That will not let my fawning whelp to kiffe 
Your fift, yt faine would fhew his maifters minde: 
A maftife were more fit for fuch a one, 

That can not let hir lovers dog alone. 

He, in his kinde, for mee did feeme to fue, 
That earft did ftande fo highly in your grace: 
His maifters minde the wittie fpanell knewe, 
And thought his woonted miftreffe was in place ; 
But now at laft (good faith) I plainly fee 
That dogs more wife than women friendly bee. 

Wherefore, fince you fo cruelly entreate 
My whelp, not forcing of his fawning cheere, 
You fhew your felfe with pride to be repleate, 
And to your friend your nature doth appeere : 
The proverbe olde is verrifide in you, 
Love mee, and love my dog; and fo adue. 
Both I and he that fiely beaft fuftaine 
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For loving well and bearing faithfull harts, 
Defpitous checks, and rigorous difdaine, 
Where both have well deferved for our parts, 
For friendfhip I, for offred fervice hee, 

And yet thou neyther loov{te the dog nor mee. 


Upon the death of the aforenamed Dame Elizabeth Arhundle, 
of Cornewall. 


What tongue can tell the wo? 
what pen expreffe the plaint? 
Unleffe the Mufes helpe at neede, 
I feele my wits to faint. 
Yee that frequent the hilles 
and higheft holtes of all, 
Affift mee with your fkilfull quilles, 
and liften when I call. 
And Pheebus, thou that fitft 
amidit the learned route, 
Doo way thy bowe, and reach thy lute, 
and fay to founde it oute. 
Helpe (learned Pallas) helpe 
to write the fatall fall 
of hir, whofe lyfe deferves to be 
a mirrour to us all: 
Whofe parents were of fame, 
as Ley{ter well can fhowe, 
Where they in worfhip long had livde, 
with yeares did worfhip growe. 
Of worfhip was the houfe 
from whence fhee tooke hir line, 
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And fhe, a Dannat by difcent, 
to worfhip did incline. 
What necde I pen the prayfe 
of hir that livde fo well ? 
That of it felfe doth yeelde a founde, 
we neede not ring the bell. 
Whilft Dannat did enfue 
Dianaiin‘theirace; 
A truer nymph than Dannat was 
was never earft in place: 
With beautie fo adreft, 
with vertue fo adornde, 
Was none that more imbrafte the good, 
nor at the wicked {cornde. 
When fleeing Fame with trumpe 
and blafted brute had brought 
This Dannats thewes to courtlike ea|r| 
(which Dannat never fought) 
To court fhe was procurde 
on Princeffe-tovattende: 
A fervice fitifor fuch a‘one 
hir flowring yeares to fpende. 
Where when fhe had remainde 
and fervde the Princeffe well, 
Not rafhly, but with good advice 
to Junos yoke fhe fell. 
A Woulfe by hap efpide 
this fielie lambe in place, 
And thought hir fitteft for his pray: 
not gaftly was his face, 
Not woulflike were his eies, 
ne harrifh was his voice, 
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Nor fuch as lambes might feare to heare, 
but rather might rejoice. 
A hart not bent to hate, 
or yeelding pray to fpill, 
Unto Licaon farre unlike, 
whofe pleafure was to kill. 
Arhundle was his name, 
his {tock of great difcent, 
Whofe predeceffors all their lives 
in vertues path had {pent. 
Hee, not unlike the reft, 
behavde himfelfe fo well, 
As he in fine became a Knight, 
fo to his fhare it fell. 
Thus was this ladie faft 
conjoynde in facred knot, 
Whofe prime and tender yeares were {pent 
devoyde of flaunders blot. 
The match no fooner made, 
when mariage rites were donne, 
But Dannat ranne hir race as right 
as fhee hir courfe begonne : 
And footh it is, fhee livde 
in wively bond fo well, 
As fhe from Collatinus wife 
of chaftice bore the bell. 
Ulyffes wyfe did blush 
to heare of Dannats prayfe 
Admetus make (the good Alceft) 
did yeelde up all hir kayes. 
The Greekes might take in griefe 
of fuch a one to heere, 
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Who for hir well deferved fame 
could have no Greekish peere. 
Thus many yeares were fpent 
with good and foothfaft life, 
Twixt Arhundle, that worthie knight, 
and his approoved wife ; 
Of whome fuch impes did fpring, 
fuch fruite began to growe, 
Such iffue did proceede, as we 
them by their braunches knowe. 
The oke will yeelde no grapes, 
the vine will beare no hawes : 
Ech thing muft follow kindly courfe 
by Natures fixed lawes. 
Even fo that worthie tree 
{uch fruite is feene to beare, 
As yet commends the withred {ftocks, 
and them to welkin reare. 
Thus did they live inyoy, 
till chaunce and fpitefull death 
Thefe loving turtles did devide, 
and reft the cock his breath : 
Then firft the bale began, 
then black attyre came on, 
And Dannats dreerie doole was feene 
with never {tinting mone. 
Nought might hir forrow fwage, 
but {till she did bewaile 
The cinders of her feverd make 
with teares of none availe. 
Seaven yeares she fpent in wo, 
refufing other make ; 


Songs and Sonets, 


For fuch is turtles kinde you know, 
they will none other take. 
I doubt where Dido felt 
the like tormenting rage, 
When that the guilefull cueft was gone 
that laid his fayth to gage. 
This Dannats vertues were 
fo rife, and eke fo rare, 
As few with hir for honeft life 
and wifdome might compare. 
Minerva did fojourne 
within that wively brett ; 
Hir deedes declarde that in hir head 
Dame Pallas was a guett. 
But what we covet moft, 
or chiefeft holde in price, 
With greedie gripe of darting death 
is reaved with a trice. 
The cruell Sifters three 
were all in one agreede 
To let the fpindle run no more, 
but fhrid the fatall threede : 
And fortune (to expreffe 
what fwing and fway fhe bare) 
Allowde them leave to ufe their force 
upon this jewell rare. 
Thus hath the welkin woon, 
and we a loffe fuftainde, 
Thus hath hir corfe a vaute founde out, 
her fprite the heavens gainde. 
Since fobbing will not ferve, 
ne fhedding teares availe 
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To bring the foule to corps againe, 
his olde and woonted gaile, 
Leave off to bath hir ftone 
with Niobs teares to long, 
For thou fhalt aide hir naught at-all, 
but put thy felfe to wrong. 
With that hir foule may reach 
the place from whence it came, 
And fhe be guerdond for hir life 
with never dying fame: 
For fure fhe well defervde 
to have immortall prayfe, 
And lawde more light than cleareft Sunne, 
or Phcebus golden rayes. 
If ought my flender fkill 
or writing were of powre, 
No proceffe of ingratefull time 
hir vertues fhould devoure, 


Difprayfe of Women, that allure and love not. 


WHEN fo you vew in verfe, 
and poets rimes report, 
Of Lucrece, and Ulyffes wife, 
that lives in honett fort ; 
When Hippo commes by hap, 
or good Alcett yfeare, 
And other fome that by defert 
with fame renowmed were, 
Then you with haftie doome, 
and rafhfull fentence ftraight, 
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Will vaunt that women more and leffe 
were all with vertue fraight. 
And, for thofe fewe that livde 
in wively bonde fo well, 
You will efteeme the reaft by thofe 
that onely bare the bell: 
But follow found advice, 
let eche receyve hir doome, 
As ech in vertue did furmount, 
or fit in higheft roome. 
So cleane was never feede 
yfifted, but among, 
For all their paynes, were weedes that grew - 
to put the graine to wrong. 
That troupe of honeft dames, 
thofe Grifels all are gone; 
No Lucrece now is left alive, 
ne Cleopatra none. 
Thofe dayes are all ypatt, 
that date is fleeted by ; 
They myrrors were Dame Nature made 
hir fkilfull hande to try. 
Now courfe of kinde exchaungde 
doth yeelde a woorfer graine, 
And women in thefe latter yeares 
thofe modeft matrones ftaine. 
Deceit is their delight ; 
great fraude in friendly lookes: 
They fpoyle the fifh for friendfhips fake 
that hover on their hookes. 
They buye the baite to deare 
that fo their freedome loze, 
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And they the more deceitful! are 
that fo can craft and gloze. 
With beautie to allure, 
and murder with difdaine, 
What more may be gainft womens kind 
where ruth of right fhould raigne ? 
So Memphite crocodile, 
(as we in poets fine) 
Where Nylus with his fevenfold ftreame 
to feaward doth incline, 
With ruthleffe trickling teares 
and lamentable founde, 
The fiely beaft, with pittie moovde, 
doth cruelly confounde. 
50 marmaydes in the flood, 
and fyrens {weetly fing, 
Till they the mufing mariner 
to fpeedie death doe bring. 
Now Helen for hir traine 
with Dian may compare, 
Such fundrie Helens now are found, 
and Dians nymphes fo rare: 
Who if by craft efpie 
thy fenfes once to bende, 
And bow by Cupids fubtile breach 
that burning gleames doth fende, 
Then will they feeke in hafte 
by force of friendly blinck, 

And wrefted looke into thy breaft 
their beauties fhape to finck. 
Which if be brought to paffe, 
thenthave' they thew cere 
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And ftanding farre doe fmile to fee 
the flaming of the fire. 

Then looke they on a loofe, 
and never once repaire 

To ende the ftrife that they have ftirrde 
twixt lover and difpaire. 

As thepheards, when they fee 
the ganders foe in fnare, 

Rejoyce, that from their foldes of late 
their fiely cattle bare: 

Or boy that knowes the foule 
to be in pithole caught, 

That woonted was to fteale the ftale, 
and fet the fnare at naught : 

So wily women woont 
to laugh, when fo they fpie 

The loving wight, ytraynde by truft, 
in poynt and pinch to die. 

But if fuch chaunce doe chaunce 
(as often chaunce we fee) 

The fifth that earft was hangde on hooke 
by better chaunce be free ; 

If he by happie hap 
doe caft off Cupids yoke, 

Not fetting of their love a leeke 
that gave the cruell ftroke, 

Then are remoovde the cloudes 
of hir difdainfull brow, 

And friendfhips flood, that earft was drie, 
afrefh begins to flow. 

Phen wrefteth shee hir grace, 


and makes a feeming show, 
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As though she ment no chaunge at all, 
ne would hir heftes forgo. 
Thus are they fright with wiles 
whome Nature made fo plaine, 
Thus Sinons shifts they put in ure 
their purpofe to attaine. 
Wherefore let be our care 
Ulyifes trade to trie, 
And {top our eares againft the founde 
of fyrens when they crie. 
Think when thou feeft the baite 
whereon is thy delite, 
That hidden hookes are hard at hande 
to bane thee when thou bite. 
Think well that poyfon lurckes 
in fhape of fugar fweete, 
And where the frefheft flowres are feene 
there mof{t beware thy feete : 
But chiefly women fhoonne, 
and follow mine advice, 
If not, thou mayift perhaps in proufe 
of folly beare the price. 
To truft to rotten boughes 
the daunger well is feene; 
To treade the tylled trap unwares 
hath alwayes perill beene. 
Have Medea ftill in minde; 
let Circe be in thought, 
And Helen, that to utter fack 
both Greece and Troie brought ; 
Let Crefide be in coumpt 
and number of the mo, 
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Who for hir lightneffe may prefume 
vith falfeft on the row; 
Ife would fhe not have left 
a Trojan for a Greeke. 
But what? by kinde the cat will hunt ; 
hir father did the like. 
As wylie are their wits, 
fo are their tongues untrue, 
Unconftant and aye fleeting mindes 
that moft imbrace the nue. 
When fixed is their fayth, 
it reftes on brittle fande ; 
And when thou deemfte them furfte of all, 
they beare thee but in hande. 
Though Argus were alive, 
whofe eies in number were 
As many as the peacock proude 
in painted plume doth beare, 
Yet women, by their wyles 
and well acquainted drifts, 
Would foone deceive his waking head, 
and put his eies to shifts. 
Nought have they neede at all 
Cyllenus pipe to blow 
To forge their fraude, their tongues will ferve, 
as learned writers fhow. 
Firft trie and then tell 
Where I have fayd well; 
For without a triall 
There vailes no deniall. 


Epigraphes, Epigrams, 


Of a Phifition and a Soothfayer. 


MARCKE felt himfelfe difeafde: 

the Soothfayer fayd, There bee 
Sixe yet remainder daies of life, 

no mo (friende Marcke) to thee. 
Then {kilfull Alcon came, 

he felt:the pulfes. beate; 
And out of hande this Marcus dide: 

there phifick wrought his feate. 
This fhowes Phifition doth 

the Soothiayer farre excced 
For thone can make a fhort difpatch, 

when thother makes no {peede. 


A Controverfie of a conqueft in Love twixt fortune 
and Venus. 


WHILST fifsher keft his line 
the hovering fifh to hooke, 
3y hap a rich mans daughter on 
the fifsher keft hir looke. 
Shee fryde with frantick love, 
they maride eke at laft ; 
Thus fifsher was from lowe eftate 
in top of treafure plaft. 
Stoode Fortune by and {mylde: 
how fay you (dame) quoth shee 
To Venus? was this conqueft yours, 
Oris it due to mee? 


Songs and Sonets. 


Twas I (quoth Vulcans wife) 
with helpe of Cupids bowe, 
That made this wanton wench to rage, 
and match hir felfe fo lowe. 
Not fo: twas Fortune I 
that brought the trull in place ; 
And Fortune was it that the man 
{toode fo in maydens grace. 
By Fortune fell their love, 
twas Fortune ftrake the ftroke : 
Then detter is this man to mee 
that did the match provoke. 


The Lover voweth, how fo ever he be guerdoned, to love 
Jaithfully. 


UNTHANKFULL though fhe were, 
and had difdainefull browe, 
Regarding nought my conftant hart, 

ne forcing of hir vowe, 
Since fowen is the feede 
of faithfull friendfhips lore, 
Unconftant will I never be, 
ne breake my heft therefore. 
Let Fortune ufe hir force, 
fo Cupide ftande mine ayde, 
And Cyprid laugh with loovely looke, 
I will not be afrayde. 
By mee the noble kinde 
of man fhall not be fhamde, 


Epigraphes, Epigrams, 


Recorde through mee fhall never force 
our fequell be defamde. 
Albe that I confume 
my greene and growing youth, 
Yea age and all, without rewarde, 
yet nill I fwarve my truth. 
Eche that fhall after come, 
and live when I am duft, 
This loving hart shall well defcrie 
the key of perfite truft. 
Hir, while my vitall breath 
thefe fainting limmes shall moove : 
Yea, after death in hollow vawte 
ytombed, will I loove. 
Force shee my fervice true, 
I force it not at all, 
Rue she by ruth my dreerie life, 
or it to mercy call, 
In ftay my love shall ftand, 
I will not falfe my fayth, 
Ne breake my former plighted heft 
or promife to the death. 
Difdaine shall never force 
my friendship once awrie: 
Ere that I crave, immortall Gods, 
that ye will let me die. 
Let Dido ftill complaine 
Agneas broken heft, 

Of all that came to Carthage coaft 
the moft unfaythfull gueft : 
Untruftie Thefeus eke, 

Let Ariadne cleepe, 


Songs and Sonets. 


Efcaping from his friendly feere 
yled in flumbring fleepe. 
So let Medea blame 
the knight that woon the flife, 
That forced naught at all in fine 
hir cleapings and hir cries. 
Have thou the faythfull hart 
of thine affured friend, 
Ere he be of that retchleffe race 
the funne awrie fhall wende: 
Where fo thou yeelde him erace, 
or as an outcaft fhoon, 
Expect his former plighted heft 
as thou tofore haft doon. 
Love will hee never blame, 
ne Venus lawes forgo, 
Life fooner fhall than love decreafe, 
his faith is fixed fo. 


fle forrowes the long absence of his Ladie, P. 


Now once againe (my Mufe) renue the woes 
Which earft thou haft in doolefull dittie foong, 

For greater caufe of forrow not arofe 

To mee at all, than now of late is {proong : 

As you fhall heare, in fad and folemne verfe, 

A wofull wight his hapleffe hap rehearfe. 

Come (Clio} come, with penfive pen in hande, 
And caufe thy fifters chaunge their cheerefull voice : 
Ye furies fell that lurcke in Plutos lande, 
Come fkip to fkies, and raife a doolefull noice: 
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Helpe to lament the lovers wofull chaunce, 
And let Aleéto leade the lothfome daunce. 
All ye that ladies are of Lymbo Lake, 
With hiffing haire, and fnakie bufh bedeét, 
Your beddes of fteele and dankifh dennes forfak, 
And Stix with ftinking fulpher all infect: 
Doe what you may to ayde my carefull quill, 
And helpe to ring a lovers latter knill. 
And time (1 trow) fith fhe from hence is fled, 
Who was the guide and giver of my breath, 
By whome I was with wifhed pleafure fed, 
And have efcapte the ruthleffe hande of death, 
Who was the key and cable of my life, 
That made me fcape Charybdis carefull clife. 
A ftarre whereby to fteare my bodies bark, 
And thip of foule to fhoare in fafetie bring, 
To quite my corfe from painefull pining cark, 
And fierie force of craftie Cupids fting: 
Even fhe that me from Syllas thelfe did fhroude, 
That light is loft, that lodeftarre under cloude. 
Whofe abfence breedes the tempeft I fuftaine, 
And makes my thoughts fo cloudie black to bee, 
And brackith teares from fwolen eies to raine, 
And churlith gale of furging fighes to flee: 
That ancor fcarce, ne harbour I may have 
from deepe difpaire my broken fhip to fave. 
The rubie from the ring is reft I finde, 
The foile appeeres that underneath was fet: 
The faint is gone, the fhrine is left behinde, 
The fifth is feapte, and here remaines the net ; 
That other choife for me is none but this, 


Songs and Sonets. 


To waile the want of hir that is my bliffe. 

I curffe the wight that caufde hir hence to go, 
I hate the horfe that hence hir corfe convaide. 
The bit, the faddle, all I curffe aroe, 


And ought that elfe might this hir journey ftaide: 


I curffe the place where fhe doth now fojourne, 
And that whereto fhe mindes to fhape retourne. 
My mouth, that kift hir not before fhe went, 
Mine eies, that did not feeke to fee hir face ; 
My head, that it no matter did invent ; 
My hande, that it in paper did not place ; 
My feete, that they refufde to travell tho, 
My legges I curffe that were fo loth to go. 

My tongue, that it to parle did then procure 
To utter all my clofe and covert minde, 
To hir who long hath had my woundes in cure, 
In whome fuch ruth and mercie I did finde: 
My hart I curffe, that fought not to bewray 
It felfe to hir, or ere fhe went hir way. 

And laft my felfe and erie thing befide, 
My life, my limmes, my carrion corfe I curffe: 
Save hir for whome thefe torments I abide, 
That of my lyfe is onely well and fourfe. 
Jove fhroude hir falfe, and keepe hir froin annoy, 
And fende hir foone to make returne with joy. 


To his Love long abfent, declaring his torments. 


O LINGRING love! O friende 
that abfent art fo long, 
Where fo thou be, the Gods thee guide, 


and quit thy corfe from wrong ! 


Lpigraphes, Epigrams, 


And fende thee harmeleffe health, 
and fafety to revart, 
How foone your felfe may deeme full well, 
to fave a dying hart. 
For fince your parture | 
have lead a lothfome ftate; 
And fave the hope of your returne 
nought might my woes abate. 
And will you know the time 
how I have fpent away? 
And doe you long in ruthfull rime 
my torments to furvay ? 
Though but with weeping eies 
I may the fame recite, 
Yet naytheleffe the truth herein 
to thee (my friend) I write. 
When flickring fame at firft 
unto mine eares had brought 
That you to travell were addretft, 
and fixed was your thought 
In London long to lodge, 
and flee our friendly foile, 
Then dolour firft in daunted corps 
and wounded breaft did boile. 
I felt how griefe did give 
the onfet on my hart ; 
And forrow fware that penfive pangues 
fhould never thence depart. 
With clinching clawes there came, 
and talents fharply fet, 
A flock of greedie griping woes 
my grunting hart to fret. 
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The more I fought the meane 

by pleafaunt thought to eafe 
My growing griefe, the more I felt 

increafe my new difeafe. 
When other laught for joy, 

it brought to minde my woe; 


When mufick flakte their forrowes, then 


my fecret fore did growe. 
When they at meate were fet 
their daintie foode to tafte, 
In ftead of viands, hartie fighes 
I had for my repafte : 
When Bacchus came to boorde, 
and eche to other drincks, 
My {wolen floud of falted teares 
did overflow his brincks, 
And out did gufhe amaine, 
of drinke to ftande in fteede 
To me, that of fuch monftrous meate 
as forrow was did feede. 
From boorde to bed I go 
in hope to finde reliefe, 
And by fome pleafaunt nap to rid 
my troubled ghoft from griefe: 
But flumbring fleepe is fled, 
and Morpheus fhewes his {pight, 
That will not yeelde on minuts reaft 
in all a winters night. 
O Lorde! what fundrie kindes 
of care doe then begin 
Taffault my wearie waking head, 
and trembling hart within: 
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Epigraphes, Epigrams, 


A thoufande thoughts arife, 
eche thought his torment brings, 
And thus the lothed night I fpend, 
and feele how forrow fprings. 
And if in dawning chaunce 
fome drouping fleepe to light 
Upon the carefull corfe that thus 
hath fpent the waking night, 
It ftandes in little fteade : 
fo dreadfull are my dreames 
As they by force of wo procure 
mine eies to. runne with ftreames. 
Then bathe I bed with brine, 
and cloy my couch with teares, 
And mid my fleepe thy griefly ghoft 
in ftraungie fort appeares. 
Not with fuch friendly face 
and brow of gladfome cheare 
As earf{t thou had{ft: those lovely lookes 
and blincks are all areare: 
More grimmer is your grace, 
more coye your countnance eake, 
More lowring lookes than were of yore, 
and brow more bent to wreake. 
inshande, meée thinkes  ieice 
thee holde the hatefull knife 
To flea thy friend, and for good will 
to reave deferved lyfe. 
Wherewith I wake afright 
and {traine my pillowe faft, 
To garde me from the cruell toole 
untill your wrath be paft. 
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At length I fee it plaine 
that fanfie did enforce 
Unto his ugly monftrous dreame 
my weake and flumbring corfe. 
I-vewe thy fecret hart, 
and how it longs to bee 
With him, that for unfayned love 
impawnde his faith to thee. 
For mercie then I call 
of you that judge fo yl, 
Whofe pleafure is to garde your friend, 
and not your foe to kyll. 
Of dreames a thoufand fuch 
eche night I have a fhare, 
To bannifh {leepe from pining corfe 
and nurfe my canckred care. 
Thus day and night I live, 
thus night and day I die: 
In death I feele no fmart at all, 
in life great wo I trie. 
Wherefore to rid my griefes 
and bannith all annoie, 
Retire from Greece, and doe fojourne 
here with thy friend in Troie ; 
Who longs to fee thy face 
and witneffe of thy ftate, 
And partner be of thy delights 
his furious fits to bate. 


Epigraphes, Epigrams, 


To Browne, of light beliefe. 


BEWARE, my Browne, of light beliefe ; 
truft not before you trie, 
For under cloke of great good will 
doth fained friendfhip lie. 
As wylie adder lurcks in leaves 
and greeneft graffe of all, 
And ftings the ftalking wight that thought 
no daunger would befall ; 
So is the plaine unplayted man 
by fubtile dealing guilde, 
And fooneft fnarde by fubtile fhifts 
of him that fmoothly fmilde. 
Wee never fee the frowning friend 
that frets to outwarde fhowe, 
Beguile or feeke to falfe his friend, 
as dothe the fleering foe. 
The maftife dog is voyded well, 
that barcks or ere he bite; 
But (oh) the cur is cruell that 
doth never barck a whit. 
Deale thou as courtyers daylie doe, 
in wordes be franck and free, 
Speake fayre and make the weather cleere | 
to him that gybes with thee ; 
For fo thou shalt affured ftande 
from hurt to be as farre, 
As from the grounde of true good will 
thofe glofing marchaunts are. 


Songs and Sonets. 


A wifedome to beware of woulfes, 
and foxes cuilefull guife, 

For tone is craftie by his kinde, 
the other paffing wife ; 

So that it is a matter harde 
their double drifts to flee : 

But yet thou shalt avoyde the wurft, 


if thou be rulde by mee. KadinG we, 


That Death ts not fo much to be feared, as daylie 


aifeafes are. 


WHAT! yst not follie for to dread 
and ftande of Death in feare, 

That mother is of quiet reaft, 
and griefes away doth wear ; 

That brings releafe to want of welth, 
and poore oppreffed wightes ? 

He comes but once to mortall men, 
but once for all he fmites: 

Was never none that twife hath felt 
of cruell death the knife. 

But other griefes and pining paines 
doe linger on the life, 

And oftentimes on felfe fame corfe 
with furious fits moleft, 

When death, by one difpatcht of life, 

doth bring the foule to reft. 
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Epigraphes, Epigrams, 


The Epicures counfell: Late, drinke, and plate. 


My friend, where as thou feeft thy felfe 
to be a man in deede, 

Eate, quaffe, and play, with prefent joyes 
thy greedie fanfie feede ; 

For I (thou ieett) am cult become 
that earft fo welthie was : 

I have that I alive did eate, 
the reaft away did paffe. 

What fo I poorde in pampred paunch 
and to my guts convaide, 

To gaping grounde with me I bore, 
the rea{t behinde is ftaide. 

My haughtie buildings, huge to fee, 
my turrets and my traine, 

My horfe, my houndes, my cofred coine 
for others doe remaine. 

Wherefore a myrrour make of mee, 
and drowne thee in delight ; 

For death will fweepe away thy welth, 
and reave thy pleafures quight. 


The Aunfwere to the vile and canckred counfell of the 
outragious Epicure. 


G » 


My friend, for that I fee my felfe 
to be a man in deede, 
Thy quaffing counfell I refufe, 
unleffe to ferve my neede. 


Songs and Sonets. 


I mufe no whit that thou art duft: 
thy beaftly lyving heere 


Was meane to bring thee to thy bane, 


the fooner for thy cheere. 


Thou thoughts to pamper by thy paunch, 


but thou didft feede ywis 


The greedie wormes that gnaw thy guts, 


for them a daintie ditfh. 
Good reafon that thouldft forgo 
and leave thy goods behinde, 
For that a beaft fo lyke a beatt 
didft live again{t thy kinde: 
A man in name, no man in deede, 
thou art that counfelft mee 
To live as thou haft livde, and die 
a montter like to thee. 
For fince thy lyfe fo lothfome was, 
and fhamefull eake thy death, 
I will beware, and make a glaffe 
of thee whilft I have breath, 
To fhunne thy fluttifh finfull fect, 
thy tipling and thy toyes ; 
For after death thofe pleafures paffe, 
as did thy fickle joyes. 


Of Homer and hts birth. 


THE poet Homer Chius claimes, 
Colophon doth the leeke ; 

And Smyrne fweares that he is hirs 

that was the learned Greeke. 


Lipigraphes, Epigrams, 


Of Salamine fome fay he was, 
of Io other fome, 

And divers make report that he 
of Theffale line did come. 

Thus fundred and devided are 
the peoples mindes of thee, 

(Thou princely poet) but my thought 
with neyther doth agree; 

For I affuredly fuppofe 
and deeme the heavenly fpeare 

Thy foyle, and Pallas lap the wombe 
that did thy body beare. 

Hir breaft (the dug) that thou didft fuck 
in cradle when thou laytt ; 

With haughtie ftile fo much (thou Greeke) 
thy mazed head difmaytt. 


Lhat Lime conquereth all things, fave the Lovers paine. 


WAS never bull fo fell 
with wrinckle fronted face, 
But time would make him yeeld to yoke 
and toyle the ground apace. 
The horfe ybred in holte 
and fed in luftie leafe, 
In time will champe the fomie bit, 
his riders will to pleafe. 
The lons that are woode 
and raging in their kinde, 
By trackt of time their keepers know 
in whome they friendfhip finde. 
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Thofe beaftes that come from Inde, 
and fartheft partes of all, 
In time doe fwerve their favage fect, 
and to their dutie fall. 
Time makes the grape to growe 
and vine to {preade at large, 
So that the {kin fcarfe able is 
to holde his inwarde charge: 
So Ceres fruite doth fproute 
by force of growing time, 
Which makes the ftrength of hidden feede 
into the ftalke to clime. 
Time makes the tender twig 
to boufteous tree to grow ; 
It makes the oke to overlooke 
the flender fhrubs bylow. 
[t frets the culter keene 
that cuts the froting foyle ; 
It forceth hardeft flint of all 
and marble to recoyle. 
Time wreakefull wrath fubdues, 
it breaketh angers gall, 
And eche difeafe in time hath helpe: 
thus time doth conquer all. 
Though thefe and others like 
by proceffe are procurde, 
Yet naytheleffe my feftred wounde 
can not in time be curde; 
For that which fendeth falve 
and comfort to the reaft, 
Doth caufe my ranckling fore to rage, 
and dubble in my breatt. 


Lipigraphes, Epigraus, 


As fprings that from a mount 
doe take their downewarde fourfe, 
To whome there may no barre be founde 
to ftop their headlong courfe ; 
So lordlike love, yftaulde 
and ceazde in yeelding minde, 
May not be difpoffeft againe : 
fuch is his ftately kinde. 


Lo his Friend riding to Londonwarde. 


As Troylus did rejoice 
When Crefid yeelded orace, 
And dained him from fervice true 
fo neere hir hart towplace, 
So have I joyde (my deare) 
for friendfhip which I founde, 
And love requited with the like, 
which curde my carefull wounde. 
And he full fhrilly fhright, 
and doolde his wofull chance, 
On Greekifh fteede from Trojan towne 
when Crefid: gan to prance, 
And leave the lyked foyle 
where did fojourne hir joie, 
I meane the worthy Troylus 
and loving{ft youth in Troie. 
Even fo I waile at thy 
departure, would thou witt, 
And out I crie a wretched wight 
that thought himfelfe yblift. 


Songs and Sonets. 


O London! lothfome lodge, 
why doft thou now procure 
My love to leave this pleafant foyle 
that hath my hart in cure? 
Since needes it muft be fo, 
gainfend hir home in haft : 
Let hir retire with harmeleffe health, 
that fickleffe hence is paft. 
Yeelde mee a good account 
of hir that is my joie, 
And fend hir to hir Troylus 
that longs for hir in Troie. 


Of the raine and cloudy weather at the time of his Fricnds 


departure from Trove. 


No mervaile though the funne do hide his hed, 
And under cloude do keepe his lowring lookes ; 
No woonder that the fkie his teares doth fhed, 
And with his ftreames increafe the water brookes: 
The caufe is knowne, the proofe is paffing plaine, 
My love and I be fundred to our paine. 

Now fhe is gone that did fuftaine my breath, 
And favde my fhip of bodie from the wrack, 
By whome I fcapte the cruell hande of Death, 
Which thought to bring my corfe to utter fack : 
The welkin weepes, and helpes me to bewaile 
With gufhing fhowres the loffe of mine availe. 

Wherefore, O heavenly ftates! that rulers bee 
Of ftarrie fkies from whence thefe teares difcende, 
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And flufh fo faft as mortall wights doe fee, 
Of ruth in needefull time my woes to ende, 
Procure my love to make returne in poft, 
To gard from griefe hir friends afflicted ghoft. 
If not, with flafshing flame and thunder dint, 
By Vulcan forgde and hammerd for the nones, 
Confume to duft my flefh my wo to ftint, 
And with thy mace (O Jove) unjoint my bones: 
That by fuch fcath and loffe of vitall breath, 
I may avoide a worfe and f{traunger death. 
For like the teene, that now my hart fuftaines, 
Was never felt, nor fuch oppreffing care: 
Of force my life muft yeelde to pinching paines 
Of hafting death, the fits fo furious are: 
Which though be fo, when I am wrapt in clay, 
(My foule) to hir thou fhalt repaire and fay : 
That whilft the lyfe would fuffer mee to woonne 
With mortall wights, my hart was hirs at will, 
And now my fpindle hath his courfe yroonne 
And twift is none yleft, thou wilt fulfill 
The dutie which thy maifter ought of right, 
And which he would accomplith, if he might. 


Of a covetous Niggard, and a needie Moufe. 
ASCLEPIAD,; that greedie*canle 
by fortune found a moufe, 
(As he about his lodgings lookte) 
within his niggifh houfe : 
The chiding chuffe began to chaufe, 
and ({parefull of his cheere) 
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Demaunded of the fiely beatt, 
and fayde, what makfte thou heere? 
You neede not ftand in feare (good friend) 
the {miling moufe replide: 
I come not to devoure your cates, 
but in your houfe to hide. 
No man this mifer I account 
that chid this hurtleffe elfe ; 
No moufe the moufe, but wifer than 
the patch that owde the pelfe. 


A pretie Epigram of a Scholler, that having read Vergils 
LEneidos, married a curft wyfe. 


A SCHOLLAR fkillde in Vergils verfe, 
and reading of his booke 

(Arma virumque) that begins, 
was caught in Cupids hooke. 

At length to mariage flat he fell : 
when wedding day was doon, 

To play hir prancks, and bob the foole 
the fhrowifh wife begoon. 

The husband daylie felt the fiftes 
and buffets of his wife, 

Untill at laft he thus began 
to plaine of painefull life. 

(Oh caitiffe mee!) the fchollar cryde, 
well worthy of this wo, 

For arma I virumque read 

in Vergill long ago ; 
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Yet could not fee to fcape the plague 
whereof the poet fpake. 

No doubt that noble poet for 
a prophet I will take. 

For arma now virumque I 
both day and night fuftaine 

At home, I neede not runne to fchoole 
to reade the verfe againe. 

Would (vzrum) were away, and then 
let (arma) doe their wurft ; 

But when I matcht with fuch a fhrew, 
I think I was accurft. 


Lo a young Gentleman, of taking a Wyfe. 


LONG you with greedie minde to leade a lyfe 
That pleafaunt is in deede, and voyde of care? 

I never wifhe you, then, to take a wyfe, 

Nor fet your foote in craftie Cupids fnare. 

A filthie trull is yrkefome too the eie, 

A gallant girle allures the lookers minde: 

A wanton wench will have the head too die, 

Ana ed trot to lyke is hard to finde. 

A bearing wyfe with brats will cloy thee fore, 

A greater carcke than childrens care is none; 

A barraine beaft will greeve thee ten times more: 
No joy remaines when hope of fruite is gone. 
Wherefore let wyving go, lyve fingle aye, 

Apply the booke, and bande the ball among. 

A fhrew (we fee) is wedded in a day, 

But ere a man can fhift his handes tys long. 
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The Aunfwere, for taking a Wyfe. 


LONG you with greedie minde to bleare mine eie, 
And make mee thinke of marige thus amiffe ? 

I cannot deeme fo yll of wyving I: 

To love and wed for love is perfite bliffe. 

A filthy trull (you fay) is lothfome fight : 

Put cafe fhe be not paffing faire to vewe ; 

If fhe with vertue doe the want requight 

Of comely fhape, thou haft no caufe to rue. 

A gallant girle allures the lookers minde, 

What fhall we fay the womans is the fhame? 
Bicaufe the cleereft eies by courfe of kinde 

Can not abide the funne, is hee to blame? 

A wanton wench to die will have the hed: 

Can{t thou not fee before thou wade fo farre ? 
His be the hurt that lookes not ere he wed ; 
The husband may the woman make or marre. 
Put cafe an aged trot be fomewhat tough: 

If coyne fhee bring the care will be the leffe. 

If fhee have {tore of muck and goods ynough, 
Thou needfte not force fo much of handfomneffe. 
A bearing wyfe doth make the husband glad ; 
A greater joye than childrens may not bee: 

A barraine wench fometime muft needes be had ; 
There doth not fruite {pring out of every tree. 
So that I finde no reafon, none at all, 

In that thou wilft a man to fingle lyfe, 

And quite to fhun the comfort that may fall, 
And daylie doth, to him that hath a wyfe. 
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For fure though fome be fhrewes, as fome there be, 
‘(As of the fheepe are fome that beare no wull) 
Yet muft we praife the match whereby we fee 
The earth maintainde with men, and ftored full. 
But if you thinke fo yll to take a wyfe, 
Let others wed, leade you the fingle lyfe. 
(qdy "Gere 


Of a deafe Plaintife, a deafe Defendant, and a 
deafe Fudge. 


By hap a man that could not heare, 
but borne deafe by kinde, 
Another cited to the court, 
much like himfelfe to finde, 
Whofe hearing fenfe was quight bereft : 
the judge, that of the cafe 
Should give his verdit, was as deafe 
as deaieit iistte place: 
To court they came: the plaintife praide 
to have the unpaid rent. 
Defendant faide, in grinding I 
this wearie night have f{pent. 
The judge behelde them both a while: 
is this at laft (quoth hee) 
Of all your ftirred ftrife the caufe ? 
you both hir children bee : 
Then reafon willes, and law allowes 
your mother fhould have aide 
At both your handes that are hir fonnes. 
When thus the judge had faide, 
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The people laught a good to heare 
this well difcuffed cafe 

Twixt two deafe men, and thought him fit 
to fit in judges place 

Upon fo blinde a matter that 
was deafe as any rock: 

And thus the fimple men were fhamde, 
the juftice had a mock. 


A promtfe of olde good will, to an olde friend at the 
beginning of new yere. 


THE chuffes for greedie gaine 
and lucers loove expende 
Their new yeares gifts upon their lords 
as erie yeare hath ende: 
But I, in token that 
the yeare his courfe hath roon, 
And proufe that joyfull Janus hath 
a novell yeare begoon: 
(As love and dutie willes) 
the herauld of my hart, 

Here fend to you, to make a fhew 
that friendfhip fhall not ftart. 
Though yeares doe chaunge by courfe, 

and alter by their kinde, 
My olde good will and faith to flip 

I truft you fhall not finde. 
Timetes will be true, 

his love fhall never blin ; 
But gather ftrength, and grow to more 
than when it did begin. 
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A Vow to ferve faithfully. 


IN greene and growing age, in luftie yeeres, 

In latter dayes when filver bush appeeres ; 

In good and gladfome hap when fortune ferves, 
In lowring luck when good aventure fwerves ; 
By day when Phoebus shewes his princely pride, 
By night when golden ftarres in fkies do glide, 
In winter when the groves have loft their greene, 
In fommer when the longeft dayes are feene; 

In happie helth when fickleffe limmes have lyfe, 
In griefull ftate, amids my dolors ryfe, 

In pleafant peace when trumpets are away, 

In wreakfull warre when Mars doth beare the fway ; 
In perillous goulfe amid the finking fande, 

In fafer foyle and in the ftable lande ; 

When fo you laugh, or elfe with grimmer grace 
You beare your faithfull friend unfriendly face, 
In good report and time of woorfer fame, 

I will be yours, yea, though I loofe the game. 


Funerall Verfe upon the Death of Sir Fohn 
Florfey, kiiight. 


THAT welth affigned is to wafte away, 
And ftately pompe to vanifh and decreafe ; 
That worfhip weares and worldly wights decay, 
And fortunes gifts, though nere fo brave, do ceafe, 
May well appeere by Horfey’s hatefull heirce, 
Whofe corfe (alas) untimely death did pierce. 
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Who thought thereby as nature to fubdue 
By reaving breath and rowne in worldly ftage 
So blafted brute to blot, and fame that flue 
Of him that well defervde, in all his age, 

For worfhip and renowne to have his fhare 
Among the reaft that prayfe for vertue bare. 

But feeking waies to wrong this worthy wight, 
Shee fowly myft hir purpofe in the fine: 

For Horfey gaines by death’s outragious fpight, 
And endleffe fame, whereat his foes repine: 

But eche man elfe laments and cries alowde, 
That Horfey was to foone ywrapt in shrowde. 

The rich report that ruth in him did raigne, 
And pittie lodgde within his looving breaft; 
The fimple fay that for no meaner gaine, 

He hath at any time the poore oppreft : 
Thus both eftates his worthy life commende, 
And both lament his overhafting ende. 

Then ceafe (I fay) fuch flushing teares to shed 
Doo way thy doole, repreffe thy ruthfull mone, 
For Horfey lives, his foule to fkies is fled, 

The onely corfe is clofde in marble ftone. 
So that thou haft no caufe to waile his chaunce, 
Whome fpitefull death by hatred did advaunce. 


3) 


To his Friend T. having bene long fludied and well 


experienced, and now at length loving a 
Gentlewoman that forced him 
naught at all, 


I THOUGHT, good faith, and durft have gagde my 


For you (friend T.) that beautie should now hight 


7 hand, 
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Have rasde your hart, nor Cupid with his brand 
Have brought thy learned breast to fuch a plight. 

I thought Minerva’s gift had beene of powre 

By holefome reade to roote this fanfie out ; 
But now I fee that Venus in an howre 
Can bend the beft, and dawnt the wife and ftoute. 

Why shouldft thou feeke to make the tiger tame ? 

To win a woulfe fo cruell by his kinde? 
To fuffer A‘fop’s fnake thou art to blame, 
That ftoong the man where he reliefe did finde. 

Is naught in hir but womans name alone ? 
No woman {ure she is, but monfter fell, 
That fcornes hir friend, and makes him die with mone. 
Who makes an idoll of a divell of hell. 

Shee was cut out of fome fea-beaten rock, 
Or taken from the cruell lyons tet, 
That feedes hir friend for friendship with a mock, 
And fmiles to fee him macht in follies net. 

If thou wert wife (as thou art full of love) 
Thou wouldst account hir beautie but a glaffe, 
And from thy hart fuch fanfies fond remove : 

I loth to fee the lyon wer an affe. 

If fo she were thy faithfull friend in deede, 
And fought a falve to cure thy cruell fore, 

(As now shee feekes to make thy hart to bleede) 

Good fayth thou couldft account of hir no more. 
But waying now hir great abufe to thee, 

A friend to hir, but to thyfelfe a foe, 

Why shouldft thou love, or fo enamoured bee ? 

Leave off be time; let all fuch dotage goe. 

Should I imbrace the man that hates my life ? 
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Should I account of him that fettes me light ? 

Should I yeeld up my throate to murthrin 

Or feeke for to reclaime a haggard kite ? 
Haft thou not read how wife Ulyffes did 

Enftuffe his eares with waxe, and clofe them up, 

Of Cyrce’s filthie love himfelfe to rid, 

That turnd his mates to fwine by witches cup ? 
And how he did the lyke upon the feas, 

The pleafant noyfome fyrens fongs tendure,. 

That otherwife had wrought him great uneafe, 

If once they mought his mates and him allure ? 
Put thou the Greekes devise againe in ure ; 

stop up thine eares this fyren to beguile, 

Seale up thofe wanton eies of thine, be fure 

To lend no eare unto hir flattring ftile: 
For all hir talke but to deceite doth tende; 

A canckred hart is wrapt in friendly lookes: 

Shee all hir wittes to thy decay both bende ; 

Thou art the fifh, the beares the byting hookes. 
No favage beaft doth force a man a whit 

That loves him not: we fee the dogged curre 

Fawnes not one him that with y* whip doth fmite ; 

The horfe hates him yt pricks him with the fpurre. 
And wilt thou love, or place within thy breft 

The cruell dame that weaves thy web of woe? 

Wilt thou ftill fawne upon fo falfe a gueft ? 

In ftead of dove wilt thou retaine a crowe? 
Beware in time, ere beautie PicLee Lo Tare; 

Let fanfies go, love where is love againe ; 

For doubtleffe now to much to blame you arre, 

To fowe good will, and reape but fowle difdaine. 


g knife, 
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I counfaile thus that may thee beft advife, 

For that my felfe did ferve a cruell dame: 

The blinde recurde can judge of bleared eies, 

The criple healde knowes how to heale the lame. 
Shake thou betimes the yoke from off thy neck, 

For feare the print thereof remaine behind: 

A happie man is he that feares no check, 

But lives at freedome with contented minde. 


An Epitaph upon the death of the worfhipfull Maifter 
Richarde Edwardes, late Matfter of the Children 
an the Queenes Mazjefiies Chappell. 


IF teares could tell my thought, 
or plaints could paint my paine, 
If dubled fighes could fhew my fmart, 
if wayling were not vaine: 
If gripes that gnawe my breft 
coulde well my griefe expreffe, 
My teares, my plaints, my fighes, my way- 
ling never fhould furceffe. 
By meane whereof I might 
unto the world difclofe 
The death of fuch a man (alas) 
as chaunced us to lofe. 
But what avayles to mone? 
if life for life might bee 
Reftorde againe, I woulde exchaunge 
my lyfe for death with thee: 
Or if I might fome way 
to pay thy rawnfome know, 
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(O Edwards)! then beleve me fure, 
thou fhouldft not lie fo low ; 
That O thou cruell death ! 
fo fierce with dint of dart, 
Due curfes on my knees I yeelde 
to thee with all my hart, 
For that it lift thee trie 
thy foule and cankred fpite 
On that fo rare a peece, on that 
fo wife and worthy wight. 
Suffifde thee (fince thou muft 
be mad) the fimple fort 
To flea, or on the brutith blood 
of beaftes to take the fport, 
And not in furious wife, 
with hafte and headlong rage 
To kill the flowre of all our realme 
and Pheenix of our age? 
The faét doth crie revenge, 
the Gods repay thine hire, 
Deepe darckned Lake of Lymbo lowe, 
and {till confuming fire. 
His death, not I, but all 
good gentle harts doe mone: 
O London! though thy griefe be great 
thou doft not mourne alone. 
The feate of Mufes nine 
where fiftene welles doe flowe, 
Whofe fprinckling fprings and golden ftreames 
ere this thou well didft knowe, 
Lament to loofe this plant, 
for they fhall fee no more 
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The braunch that they fo long had bred, 
whereby they fet fuch ftore. 
O happie houfe! O place 
of Corpus Chrifti! thou 
That plantedft firft, and gavite the roote 
to that fo brave a bow: 
And Chrift Church, which enjoydite 
the fruite more rype at fill, 
Plunge up a thoufande fighes, for griefe 
your trickling teares diftill. 
Whilft Childe and Chappell dure, 
whilft Court a Court fhall bee, 
(Good Edwards) eche eftate fhall much 
both want and wifhe for thee. 
Thy tender tunes and rimes 
wherein thou woonttt to play, 
Eche princely dame of Court and towne 
fhall beare in minde alway. 
Thy Damon and his friend, 
Arcyte and Palemon, 
With moe full fit for princes eares, 
though thou from earth art gone, 
Shall {till remaine in fame, 
and lyke fo long to bide 
As earthly things fhall live, and God 
this mortall globe fhall guide. 
For loe! thus vertue lft, 
hir pupils to advance, 
Yet for my part I would that God 
had given thee better chaunce ; 
A longer time on earth, 
thy haftned death before ; 
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But, Edwardes, now farewell, for teares 
will let me write no more. 
Well may thy bones be lodgde, 
thy fame abroade may flie, 
Thy facred foule poffeffe a place 
above the ftarrie fkie! 
(qd) Tho. Twine. 


To his Love, that fent him a Ring wherein was gravde 
Let Reafon rule. 


SHALL reafon rule where reafon hath no right, 

Nor never had? fhall Cupid loofe his landes, 

His claim, his crown, his kingdome, name of might, 

And yeeld himfelfe to be in reafons bandes ? 

No, (friend) thy ring doth wil me thus in vaine ; 

Reafon and love have ever yet beene twaine. 
They are by kinde of fuch contrarie mould, 

As one miflikes the others lewde devife : 

What reafon willes Cupido never would ; 

Love never yet thought reafon to be wife. 

To Cupid I my homage earft have donne: 

Let reafon rule the harts that fhe hath wonne. 


To his Friend Francis Th., leading his lyfe in the Countrie 


at his defre. 


My Francis, whilft you breath your foming fteede 
Athwart the fields, in peace to practife warre, 
In countrie whilft your keneld hounds doe feede, 
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Or in the wood for taken pray doe jarre ; 

Whilft you with haukes the fielie foule doe flaye, 
And take delight a quick retrive to have, 

To flee to marke, and heare the {panels baye, 
Watting your age in pleafure paffing brave ; 

In citie I my youthfull yeares doe fpende, 

At booke, perhaps, fometime to weare the day, 
Where man to man, not friend to friend, doth lende, 
With us is nought but pitch (my friend) and Pay. 
Great ftore of coyne, but fewe enjoy the fame: 

The owners holde it faft with lymed handes ; 

We live by loffe, we play and practife game: 

Wee by and fell, the ftreate is all our landes. 

Well ftorde we are of erie needefull thing ; 

Wood, water, coale, flefhe, fifh we have ynow : 
(What lack you ?) wyves and maides doe daylie fing 
The horne is rife, it ticks on many a brow. 

But yet (I fay) the countrie hath no peere; 

The towne is but a toyle, and wearie lyfe : 

We like your countrie fportes (friend Francis) heere. 
The citie is a place of bate and ftrife: 

Wherefore I thinke thee wife and full of thrift 
That fled{t the towne, and haft that bleffed gift. 


J 


loa Gentlewoman that alwayes willed him to weare 
Kofemarte (a tree that ts alwayes greene) for hir 
Jake, and in token of his goodwill to hir. 


The greene that you did wifh mee weare 
aye for your loove, 

And on my helme a braunch to beare 

not to remoove, 
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Was ever you to have in minde, 
Whome Cupid hath my feere affignde. 


As I in this have done your will, 
and minde to doo ; 
So I requeft you to fulfill 
my fanfie too: 
A greene and loving hart to have, 


And this is all that I doe crave. 


For if your flowring hart fhould chaunge 


co) 
his colour greene, 


Or you at length a ladie ftraunge 

of mee be feene, 
Then will my braunch, againft his ufe, 
His colour chaunge for your refufe. 


As winters force can not deface 
this braunch his hue, 

So let no chaunge of love difgrace 
your friendfhip true: 

You were mine owne, and fo be ftill 

So fhall we live and love our fill. 


bf 


Then may I thinke my felfe to bee 
well recompentft, 
For wearing of the tree that is 
fo well defenft 
Againft all weather that doth fall, 
When waywarde winter fpits his gall. 
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And when wee meete, to trie me true 
looke on my hed, 

And I will crave an othe of you, 
where faith be fled? 

So fhall we both affured bee, 

Both I of you, and you of mee. 


An Epitaph of the Ladie Br. 


STAIE (gentle friend) that paffeft by, 
and learne this lore of mee, 

That mortall things doe live to die, 
and die acaine tO, pees 

For daylie proufe hath daylie taught, 
and yet doth teache it plaine, 

That all our fubftance comes to naught, 
and worldly welth is vaine. 

No rawnfome may redeeme thy flefhe 
from lothfome lumpes of foyle ; 

The wormes will foone thy beautie frefhe 
with greedie gripe difpoyle. 

I, that was ear{t of gentle bloud 
that never fufferd ftaine, 

Have nothing but a winding fhrowde 
in ftead of all my gaine. 

I twife was bound by folemne oth 
unto a loving make ; 

Yet twas my luck to burie both, 
and eke a thirde to take. 

The joy that fourtie yeares had growne 

by thofe two husbands dayes, 
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In two yeares fpace was overthrowne, 
and altred fundrie wayes. 

As luck would not allow my choice, 
fo death miflikte the fame: 

Thofe two agreed with common voyce 
my bondage to unframe. 

The Lady (Br) quoth Fortune tho, 
hir worfhip fhall not loofe : 

Then fhee (quoth Death) fhall have no mo, 
nor other husbande choofe. 

Thus did they both contend at once 
who mought the friendlift bee ; 

Thus Death and Fortune for the nonce 
did make my body free. 

Pray, gentle friend, therefore for me 
to mightie Jove on hie; 

For as I am fo thou fhalt bee, 
fince thou doft live to die. 

Truft never Fortunes fickle fate, 
but Vertue ftill retaine: 

Thou mayft in time exchaunge eftate, 
yet Vertue will remaine. 


Of the time he firft beran to love, and after how he 
fo J 


forewent the fame. 


HOWE may it be that fnow and ife 
ingender heate ? 

Or how may glare and froft intife 

a fervent {fweate ? 
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Or how may fommer feafon make 
of heate a colde? 

[How may the {pring the leaves downe fhake, 
and trees unfolde ? 

Though thefe too others feeme full rare, 

To me no newes at all they are. 


For I my felfe in winter tide, 
when colde was rife, 
Whote gleames of Cupid did abide, 
and ftormes of {trife. 
In froftie weather I was warme, 
and burning whot, 
But when the bees and birds did fwarme, 
full colde God wot : 
In winter time began my loove, 
Which I in fommer did remoove. 


The affured promtfe of a conftant Lover. 


WHEN Phenix fhall have many makes, 
And fifhes fhun the filver lakes; 

When woulfes and lambes yfeare fhall play, 
And Phceebus ceafe to thine byidays 

When graffe on marble ftone shall groe, 
And everie man imbrace his foe; 

When moles shall leave to dig the grounde, 
And hares accorde with hatefull hounde; 
When lawrell leaves shall loofe their hue, 
And men of Crete be counted true ; 

When Vulcan shall be colde as ife, 
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Coroebus eake approved wife; 
When Pan fhall paffe Appollos fill, 
And fooles of fanfies have their fill ; 
When hawkes fhall dread the fielie fowle, 
And men efteeme the nightifh owle ; 
When pearle fhall be of little price, 
And golden vertue friend to vice ; 
When fortune hath no chaunge in ftore, 
Then will I falfe and not before. 

Till all thefe monfters come to paffe, 

I am Timetes as I was. 

My love as long as lyfe fhall laft, 

Not forcing any fortunes blaft. 

No threat, nor thraldome shall prevaile 
To caufe my fayth one jote to faile, 
But as I was, fo will I bee, 

A lover and a friend to thee. 


The Pine to the Mariner. 


O MAN of little wit ! 
What meanes this frantick fit, 
To make thy ship of mee 
That am a flender tree, 
Whome erie blaft that blowes 
Full lightly overthrowes ? 
Doth this not moove thy minde, 
That rage of roring winde| 
Did beate my boughes agood 
When earft I grue in wood? 
How can I here avoyde 
The foe that there anoyde? 


Epicraphes, Ei picramys, 
fe) if oO 


Thinkft thou now I am made 
a veffell for thy trade, 
I shall be more at eafe 
Amid the flafshing feas ? 
I feare, if AZole frowne, 
Both thou and | shall drowne. 


Againe, otherwife. 


A VASSELL to the winde 
when earft I grew in wood, 
How shall I favour finde 
now fleeting in the flood? 
For there whilft reaching rootes did holde 
I thought I mought be fomewhat bolde. 
Bubnowtnatel anes 
and framde another way, 
And to this practife put 
in daunger erie day, 
I feare the force of cruell foe, 
my ribbes are thin, my fides be lowe. 
But if thou venter life, 
then I will hazard lim: 
For'thee as allim3.enicte: 
for lightly I shall {wim : 
Though top and tackle all be torne, 
yet I aloft the furge am borne. 


To an olde Gentlewoman that painted hir face. 


LEAVE off, good Beroe, now 
to fleeke thy fhrivled fkin, 
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For Hecubes face will never be 
as Helens hue hath bin. 
Let beautie go with youth, 
renownce the glofing glaffe, 
Take booke in hande: that feemely rofe 
is woxen withred graffe. 
Kemoove thy pecocks plumes, 
thou cranck and curious dame: 
To other trulls of tender yeares 
refigne the flagge of fame. 


Of one that had a great Nofe. 


STANDE with thy nofe againft 
the funne with open chaps, 
And by thy teeth we fhall difcerne 
what tis a clock, perhaps. 


Of one whofe Nofe was greater than his hand. 


O PROCLUS! tis-in vaine 
that thou about doft ftande, 
For well I fee thou mindfte to wipe 
thy nares with thy hande. 
Truth is, that though thou be 
fowle fitted out of frame, 
Yet doth this toffing nofe of thine 
in bigneffe paffe the fame. 
When neezing thou on Jove 
for fuccour feemtte to crie, 
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Thou canft not heare; the nofe debarres 
the novileito earerounte, 

It beateth back the founde: 
it ftandes in middle place 

Twixt eare and mouth, but fure it caftes 
a fhade to all the face. 


Of a Nightingale that flue to Colche to fit abroode. 


THOU fielie foule, what meanes this foolifh paine, 
To flie to Colche too hatch thy chickine itera. 

A mother thou mayft hap returne againe, 

Medza will deftroie thy broode I feare ; 

Tor fhee that fpared not to fpoile hir owne, 

Wil fhe ftand friend to fowles that are unknowne? 


A gaine of the Nightingale. 


WHAT (Philomela) meanes this fond intent, 

To hatch thy broode in fell Medzeas lap ? 
What! dofte thou hope hir rigor will relent 
Towarde thy babes, that gave hir owne no pap, 
But flue them all at once, and at a clap? 

I wote not what thou meanfte: unleffe that fhee 
Should kill thy brats too make the mother free. 


Of a contrarie mariage. 


AN aged trot and tough 
did marrie with a lad: 
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Againe, a gallant girle, to 
hir fpoufe a graybeard had: 

A monftrous match (God wote)! 
for others fhe doth wed : 

And he beftowes his feede on ground 
that lets it take no hed. 

In fayth, a foolifh choyce, 
for neither hath his withe ; 

For tone doth lack his wife, and to- 
ther feedes on filthie fifhe. 


Of Dronkenneffe. 


AT night, when ale is in, 
like friends we part to bed ; 


In morrow gray, when ale is out, 
then hatred is in hed. 


A gaine of Dronkenneffe. 


MEN having quaft 

are friendly overnight ; 
In dawning drie, 

a man too man a fpright. 


Of the picture of a vaine Rhetorician. 


THIS Rufe his table is, 
can nothing be more true: 

If Rufus holde his peace, this peece 

and he are one to vewe. 


Lepigraphes, i: pigrams, 


Of the fond difcord of the two Theban brothers, 
Oeteocles and Polynices. 


IN death you part the fire, 
you cut the cruell flame ; 

If fo yon had devided Thebes, 
you might enjoyde the fame. 


Of a marvellous deformed man. 


To drawe the minde in table to the fight 

Is hard; to paint the lims is counted light: 

But now in thee thefe two are nothing so, 

For Nature fplayes thy minde to open fhow. 

We fee by proofe of thy unthriftie deedes, 

The covert kinde from whence this filth proceedes ; 
But who can paint thofe fhapeleffe lims of thine, 
When eche to vewe thy carcaffe doth repine? 


A Myrrour of the fall of Pride. 


SOMETIME the giants did rebell 
again{t the mightie Jove ; 
They thought in Olymp Mount to dwell, 
and long for that they ftrove. 
A hundred handes eche monfter had 
by courfe of curffed kinde: 
A ftock fo ftubborne and fo mad 
I no where elfe can finde. 
Dame Tellus was their mother thought 
of pleafant poets all, 


Songs and Sonets. 


By whome they would have brought to nought 
the feate Olympicall. 

Firft Briareus began the broyle, 
who tooke a hill in hand, 

And layde it on another foyle 
that thereabout did ftand ; 

still calling on his monftrous mates, 
exhorting them the fame, 

And with the reaft the gnuffe debates 
how ftately Gods to tame. 

Offa was layde on Pyndus back, 
and Pelion on hie: 

And thus they thought to bring to fack 
in time the ftarrie fkie. 

Ihey did envie the Gods the place 
by nature them affignde 

And thought it meeter for a race 
which Tellus bred by kinde. 

They would have had the higheft throne 
that Jove had long poffeft ; 

And downe they would the Gods have throwne 
and princely powre repreft. 

At length the route began to rore 
in making dreadfull found, 

The like was never heard before 
to heaven from the ground. 

Then Jupiter began to gaze 
and looke about the fkie, 

And all the Gods were in a maze, 
the monfters were fo nie. 

They callde a counfaile then in hatte. 

the Gods affemnbled tho, 


Epicrvaphes, Lpigrams, 


And common fentence was at laft, 
that mightie Jove fhould throw 

His thunderbolt that Vulcan lame 
Bits epared forthe none 

Whereby he might eftfoone make tame 
the haughtie giants bones. 

Then ais you fee the mountaines fall, 
and hill from hill depart, 

And monfters in the valley crawle 
whome thunder did fubvart. 

The mountaines were not rayfde fo quick, 
but downe they fell as faft; 

And giants in a clufter thick 
to Tellus fell at laft. 

Such plagues had pride in former time, 
the Gods abhorred fo 

hat mortall men fhould dare to clime 

the heavens hie to know. 

And not alone the heavenly route 
the loftie lookes correét 

Of fuch as prowdly go about 
their empire to-reject; 

But other Gods of meaner {tate 
(of whome the poets write) 

Such pievifh pecocks pride doe hate, 
and feeke revenge by might. 

The grifly God whome flouds obay, 
and drenching feas imbrace, 

Who in the waters beares the fway 
where Nereus fhewes his face ; 

Whome forceth he by furge of ce 

into Charybdis clives, 


Songs and Sonets. 


Or whome doth Neptune moft difeafe, 
or whome to Scylla drives? 

Not him that beares his failes alowe, 

nor him that keepes the fhoare, 

Ne yet the bargeman that doth rowe 

with long and limber oare: 


Not thofe that haunt the haven fure 
and port of perill voide, 

They cannot Neptunes wrath procure 
the chanell that avoide, 

3ut thofe that voide of carck and care 
and feare of Neptunes yre, 

Doe hoife their failes, and never fpare 
to further their defyre, 

And doe receive whole gales of winde 
from mighty A¢ole fent: 

Thofe, thofe are they by courfe of kinde 
that Neptune makes repent. 

He fpoiles the failes, and tackle teares, 
the maft it goes to wrack ; 

The ribbes they rent, the fhipmen*feares 
when gables gin to crack. 

Then whereto ferves the pilats pride 
that hoyft his failes fo hie? 

And where is he that fearde no tide, 
nor threatning from the {kie ? 

His pride procurde his fearefull fate, 
and fortune that befell, 

Which Neptune moft of all doth hate, 
as fhipmen know right well. 

Let giants fall and fhipmens cafe 

a. myrrour, be, therefore, 


Lipigraphes, Epigrams, 


To fuch as feeke to hie a place, 
for like fhall be their lore. 
Narciffus may example bee 
nd myrrour to the prowde, 
By whome they may moft plainly fee 
how pride hath beene allowde. 
His beautie brave fuch loftie cheere 
in him did breede in time, 
That gods themfelves agreeved were 
with fuch a haynous crime. 
No looving laffe might him allure, 
nor Dians nymphes at all, 
By ought his friendfhip might procure : 
but note ye well his fall. 
In fommer time, as fortune would, 
his fortune was to bee 
In open fielde, where no man could 
his blazing beautie fee. 
At length, in raunging to and fro, 
his fortune was to finde 
A fountaine frefhe that there did flow, 
as Gods (I think) affinde. 
He thought forthwith his thirft to quent 
by pleafant trauvaile gote, 
But there he found, or ere he went, 
a greater drougth, God wote. 
In ftooping downe to take the tafte 
of chriftall waters theare, 
(Unhappie boy) had fpide at laft 
a little boy appeare ; 
Whofe beautie brave, and liking looke, 
his fanfie pleafde fo well, 


Songs and Sonets. 


That there himfelfe the boy forfooke, 
and to a frenfie fell. 

He had that he fo fondly loovde, 
and yet it was not fo; 

And from himfelfe he was remoovde 
that thence did never go. 

He was the boy that tooke the vewe, 
he was the boy efpide, 

And being both he neither knewe ; 
fuch was the ende of pride. 

Then gan he fhed his teares adowne, 
then gan he make his plaint, 

And then at length he fell to grounde. 
fore feebled all with faint. 

His fpirite, that earft fo prowde was feene, 
converted into winde, 

But of his corps a flower greene 
{till there abode behinde. 

Narciffus callde (as poets tell) 
as Narciffe was before; 

In token that to Narciffe fell 
this moft unhappie lore. 

I could recite the histories 
of many other moe, 

Whome pievifh pride the miferies 
of fortune forft to knowe. 

But I of purpofe will let paffe 
Apollos baftard sonne, 

Who Phaeton ycleped was 
when firft his fame begonne: 

I minde not to rehearfe at all 

the charge he tooke in hande ; 


Epitaphes, Epigrams, 


I wittingly omit his fall 
into Eridan fande; 
But this I fay affuredly, 
had it not beene for pride, 
The charret had not gone awrie 
though Phaeton were guide: 
But glorie vaine and want of {kill 
enforfte his haughtie hart, 
Of Pheebe to crave to worke his will 
in ruling Phoebus cart. 
The like attempt tooke Icarus, 
from Creta that did flie 
By wings of wax with Dedalus, 
when Icar flue to hie. 
His fathers words prevailed not, 
nor leffon taught before, 
Till fained fethers were fo whot, 
as he could flie no more. 
For want of wings then gan he clap 
his breaft with open armes, 
Till downe he fell; fuch was his hap, 
whofe pride procurde his harmes. 
When wraftling windes, from A£¢ole fent, 
befight themfelves fo long, 
That Eaft againtt the Weitis bent 
and North puts South to wrong, 
Then may you heare the pine to crack 
that beares his hed fo hie, 
And loftie lugs go then to wrack 
which feeme to touch the {kie. 
When Jove flings downe his thundring bolts 
our vices to redreffe, 


Songs and Soneis. 


They batter downe the higheft holts, 
and touch not once the leffe. 

The cotte is furer than the hall 
in proofe we daylie fee ; 

For higheft things doe fooneft fall 
from their felicitee. 

What makes the Phaenix flame with fire, 
a birde fo rare in fight ? 

What caufeth him not to retire 
from Pheebus burning light ? 

In faith, if he woulde live belowe, 
as birds Dame Nature tought, 

The Efterlings should never knowe 
their Phoenix burnt fo oft. 

Pulley eethereloresthat fureticiloove: 
and would not have a fall, 

From you the peacocks pride remoove, 
and truft not Fortunes ball. 

Let Phztons fate be fearde of you, 
and Icars lot alfo: 

Remember that the pine doth rue 
that he fo high doth grow. 


Of the Clock and the Cock. 


GOOD reafon thou allow 
One letter more tommeec, 

Than to the cock ; for cocks doe fleepe 

when clocks doe wake for thee. 
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Lipigraphes, Epigrams, 


Of a Tayler. 


THOUGH tayler cut thy garment out of frame, 
And {trie thy ftuffe by fowing it amis, 

Yet muft we fay the tayler makes the fame: 
To make and marre is one with them ywis. 


Lhe Lover, finding his Love flttted from wonted troth, 
leaves to write in prayfe of hir. 


THOUGH cleane contrarie be my verfe 
to thofe I wrote before, 
Yet let not retchleffe doome accufe 
my wandring wits the more. 
As time doth fhape and fhew (they fay) 
fo ought our ftile to frame; 
In fommer funne we neede no fire, 
yet winter afketh flame: 
So I that earft found caufe of fport 
and matter to rejoyce, 
If force by fanfie was procurde 
to ufe a gladfome voyce. 
And now fince deepe difpaire hath drencht 
my hope, I will affay 
To turne my tune and chaunge my cheere, 
and leave my woonted lay. 
Not farre unlike the chirping foule 
in fommer that doth fing, 
And during winter hides his head 
till next returne of fpring. 


Songs and Sonnets. 


They fay, when altred is the caufe 
of force effect doth fue, 

As new repaire of better bloud 
doth caufe a hawke to mue. 

Though Etna burne by kindly courfe 
and belke out fire with fume, 

When fulpher vaine is cleane extinct 
the fire will confume. 

Whereby I may conclude aright 
that eche effect muft bee 

As is his caufe: fo fruite enfues 
the nature of the tree. 

hen I of force muft fhape my ftile ; 

as matter is I write, 

Unleffe I would be thought to match 
a fawcon with a kite. 

When winde and wave at fea doe rore, 
that barck is in diftreffe, 

Then time requires that fhipmen should 
their tackles all addreffe : 

Then crooked ancors muft be caft 
the shaken ship to ftay 

From fincking fands, and ruthleffe rocks 
that shipmen oft affray. 

No fooner Triton blowes his trumpe, 
and fwolen waters quailes, 

And A£ole makes his windes retire, 
but hoyfe they up the failes: 

Then fleete they forward in the floud, 
then cut they waves in twaine, 
Then launch they on (as earft they did) 
with all their might and maine. 


Lepigraphes, E:pigrams, 


So I hereafter muft affay 
my woonted tune to chaunge 
As time requires, andalyinilove 
fhall finde my ladie ftraunge. 
If fhe be one-of Crefids crue 
and fwarve hir former heft, 
No Lucrece mult bternie hitmtaen: 
for that were but a jeft: 
Or if the falfe hir fixed iayth: 
Ulyffes wives renowne 
Unfitting is for hir whofe love 
endureth but a ftowne. 
Wherefore, I will as time fhall fhape, 
and fhe hir love prolong, 
Applie my pen, and tell the troth 
as beft I may in fong. 


Fle forrowes other to have the fruttes of his fervice. 


SOME men would looke to have 
a recompence of paine, 
And reafon wills it fo to be, 
unleffe we lift to faine: 
Some would expect for love 
to have unfained hart, 
And think it but a fit reward 
for fuch a good defart : 
But I (unhappie wight) 
that fpend my love in vaine, 
Doeifeeke for iuccouniauhighang. 
while other get the gaine. 


Songs and Soncets, 


As thirftie ground doth gape 
to {wallow in the shoure, 
Even fo fare I, poore Harpalus, 
whome Cupids paines devoure. 
I holde the hive in hande, 
and paine my felfe thereby, 
While other eate the hidden foode 
that are not halfe fo dry. 
I plough the foyle with paine, 
and caft my feede thereon, 
And other come that sheare the sheaves, 
and laugh when I am gon. 
Mine is the winters toile, 
and theirs the fommers gaine ; 
The harveft falles out too their share 
that felt no part of paine. 
] beare the pinching yoke 
and burden on my back, 
And other drive when I muft draw, 
and thus I go to wrack. 
I faft when other feede, 
I thirft when other drinck ; 
I mourne when they triumph for joy, 
they fwim when I mutt finck. 
They have the hoped gaine, 
whiles I the loffe indure ; 
They whole at hart, whilft I my griefe 
by no meanes can recure. 
They fhrowd themfelves in fhade, 
I fit in open funne ; 
They leape as lambes in luftie leaze, 
I lie as one undunne. 


Epigraphes, Epigrams, 


They tafte their nightly rett, 
my troubled head doth wake ; 

I toffe and turne from fide to fide, 
while they their pleafure take. 

I would, but they enjoy ; 
Dicrave thats ccpates 

_ They have: what will you more I fay? 
their fervicesis:prefard: 

Thus I procure my woe 
by framing them their joy ; 

In feeking how to falve my fore, 
I breede my chiefe annoy. 

So fheepe with wooll are clad, 
their maifters have the gaine ; 

So birds doe builde their nefts on brakes, 
and put themfelves to paine, 

But other tafte the fruite 
when fo their broode is hatcht : 

The neft remaines, the birds are gone, 
the chickens are difpatcht. 

50 bees for honnie toile 
in fleeing too and fro, 

And fillie wretches take great paines 
for whome they little know. 

I think it is procurde 
by griefly Gods above, 

That fome fhould gape, and other gaine 
the fruit of others love. 

But fure if womans will 
be forger of my wo, 

And not the mightie Gods ordaine 

my deftnie to be fo, 


Songs and Sonets. 


Then muft I needes complaine, 
and curffe their cruell kinde, 
That in requitall of good will 
doe fhew themfelves unkinde. 
But whether be the caufe, 
hereafter I intende 
To fawne on them that force on mee, 
and bowe when other bende. 
This one abufe fhall make 
me take the better heede 
On whome I fixe my fanfie faft, 
or make a friend in deede, 


Lhe Lover, feeing himfelfe abufde, rcnounceth Love. 


THOUGH men account it fhame 
and folly to repent, 
Or grutcht good will that was beftowde 
when nought fave faith was ment, 
Yet can they not denie 
but if the knot be burft, 
Then may we fhew our felves unkinde 
that friendly were at furft. 
He runnes an endleffe race 
that never turnes againe, 
And he a fonded lover is 
that waftes his love in vaine. 
Nought can he judge of hues, 
that can not fee when guile, 
In place of friendfhip, cloakes hir felfe 
in forme of forged wile: 


Lipigraphes, Epigrans, 


And he that plainely fees 
the trap before his eie, 
And will not shun from perill, tis 
no matter though he die. 
I tell my tale by proufe, 
I {peake it not by rot: 
To love a fubtile laffe of late 
was fallen to my lot ; 
On whome I fet fuch ftore, 
fuch comfort and delight, 
As life it was to fee hir face, 
a death to want hir fight. 
So I might doe the thing 
that might abridge hir fmart, 
And bannifh all annoy that grue 
by froward fortunes art, 
What daunger would I dread, 
or perill feeme to fhun? 
None that is here bylow on earth, 
or fubjeét to the fun. 
To shew my felfe a friend 
to hir, I was my foe; 
She was the onely idoll whome 
I honorde here belowe. 
This is (thought I) the fame 
that was Ulyffes wife, 
Who, in the abfence of hir make, 
did leade a dolefull life : 
Or elfeetisisnerarmeat 
whome Tarquyn did enforce, 
By beaftly rape with piercing fworde, 
fo to fordoe hir corfe. 


Songs and Sonets. 


But fuch is hir abufe, 
fo frowarde eke hir grace, 
As love it may no longer laft, 
fince friendship hides his face. 
I did not well advife, 
I built on fincking fande, 
And when I thought she loovde me beft 
shee bore me but in hande: 
Where I had thought a porte 
and haven fure to bee, 
There found I hap and dreadfull death, 
as gazers on may fee. 
As moufe that treades the trap 
in hope to finde repaftt, 
And bites the bread that breedes his bane, 
and is intrapped faft, 
Like was my dolefull cafe 
that fed upon my wo, 
Till now repentance willes mee all 
fuch fanfies to forgo. 
And (thanked be good hap) 
now once againe I fleete 
And fwim aloft, that fanck of late 
faft hampred by the feete. 
Now is my fortune good, 
fo fortune graunt it laft 
And I as happie as the beft 
now {tormie clondes are patt. 
I finde the bottom firme 
and ftable where I paffe, 


y 


There are no haughtie rocks at hande, 


ne yet no ground of glaffe. 
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Good ancor holde I have, 
fo I may ufe it ftill, 
I am no more a bounden thrall, 
but free I live at will. 
But that which moft torments 
my minde, and reaves my joy, 
Is, for I fervde a fickle wench 
that bred mee this annoy ; 
But, Gods, forgive my guilt 
and time mifpent before, 
And I will be a fillie fot 


of Cupids crue no more. 


Againft the jelous heads that alwayes have Lovers 
on fufpect. 


WHEN jelous Juno faw hir mightie make 
Had Io turnde into a brutifh kinde, 
fore covertly of hir his luft to take, 
To work hir will, and all his frawde to finde, 
She cravde the cowe in gift at J ove hissmande, 
Who could not well his fifters fute withftande. 
When yeelded was hir boone, and heft fulfillde, 
To Argus charge committed was the cowe, 
For he could wake fo well, him Juno willde 
To watch the beaft with never fleeping browe : 
With hundreth eies that hatefull hierds hed 
Was deckt ; fom watcht when fom to fleepe were led. 
So warded he by day, fo wakte by night, 
And did Dame Junos will accomplish fo, 
As neither Jove might once delude his fight, 


Songs and Sonets 


Nor Io part hir pointed pafture fro: 
His f{taring eies on I6 ftill were bent, 
He markt hir march, and fude hir as she went. 

Till Jove at length, to ruth and pittie moovde 
To fee the f{pitefull hate that Argus bare 
To hir whome he fo fervently had loovde, 

And who for him abode fuch endleffe care, 
His fethred fonne Cylenus fent from fkies 
To reave the carefull clowne his watchful eies. 

Who, to fulfill his lorde and fathers heft, 
Tooke charmed rod in hande and pipe to play, 
And gyrt him with a fworde as lykte him beft, 
And to the fielde he flue, where Argus laye, 
Difguifed like a fhepherd in his weede, 

That he his purpofe might the better fpeede. 

When eche had other falued in his fort, 

To brag upon his pipe the clowne begoon, 

And fayde, that for that noyfe and gallant {port 
All other mirthes and maygames he would fhoon : 
His only joy was on his pipe to playe ; 

And then to blow the ruftick did affaye. 

In fine, when Argus had his cunning fhowde, 
And eche-to other chatted had a fpace 
Of this and that as was befalne abrode, 
Mercurius tooke his pipe from out his cafe, 
And thereon playde hee fo paffing well, 

As moft of Argus eies to flumber fell. 

And as they flept with charmed rod he ftroke 
The drowfie dolt to keepe him in that plight, 
And playde fo long till time he did provoke 
All Argus eies to byd the beaft god night : 


70 Lpigraphes, Lpigrams, 


Whome when he fawe in fuch a flumber led, 

He ftole the cowe, and fwapt of Argus hed. 
Such was the fine of his difpitous hate, 

Such was the boone and guerdon of his hire, 

And all the good the carefull coward gate 

For feeking to debarre the Gods defire ; 

A fit reward for fuch a good defart: 

The cowarde might have playde a wifer part. 
God fende the lyke, and worfe, to fuch as ufe 

(As Argus did) with ever waking eie 

The blameleffe fort of lovers to abufe ; 

That alwayes readie are and preft to prie 

The purpofe to bewray, and covert toyes 

Of faithfull friends, and barre their bliffefull joyes. 
I truft there will be found, in time of neede, 

A Mercurie with charmed twig in hand, 

And pleafaunt pipe, their waking eies to feede 

With drowfie dumps, their purpofe to withftand ; 

That jealous heads may learne to be wies, 

For feare they lofe (as Argus did) their eies. 
For Cupid takes difdaine and fcorne to fee 

His thralls abufde in fuch unfeemely fort, 

Who feeke no greedie gaine nor filthie fee, 

But pleafant play, and Venus fugred fport : 

A flender hire (God wote) to quite the paine 

That lovers bide, or they their love attaine. 


That wt ts hurtfull to conceale fecrets from our 
frriendes. 


A SMART in filence kept 
(as Ovid doth expreffe) 


Songs and Sonets. 


Doth more torment the payned man 
than him that feekes redreffe. 
For then it refpite takes, 
and leyfure to procure 
Such mifchiefe as for want of helpe 
the longer doth endure. 
As if thou fet no falve 
where ranckleth {welling fore, 
It will in further proceffe paine, 
and thee torment the more. 
I fundrie times have feene 
a wound that earft was fmall, 
In time for want of furgions fight 
to greater mifchiefe fall : 
And eke the balefull blowe, 
fo grievous that was thought, 
Full quickly curde by furgions fleight, 
if he were quickly fought. 
So fareth it by man, 
that keepes in covert breaft 


The pinching paine that breedes within, 


increafing great unreatt : 
That never will difclofe 
the fecret of his hart, 
But rather fuffer fervent fits, 
and deeper piercing fmart. 
For why was friendfhip founde 
and quickly put in ure, 
But that th’ one of thothers helpe 
fhould thinke himfelfe full fure ? 
Why are they like in minde, 
ancdone dn eve party 


Lpigraphes, Epigrams, 


Why are they twoo in bodies twaine, 
poffeffing but one hart? 
And why doth one miflike 
that fo offendes his feere, 
But that they two are one in deede 
it plainely might appeere? 
Did Tullieseverdreade 
his fecrets to difclofe 
To Atticus, his loving friende, 
in whome he did repofe 
Such credit and fuch truft, 
and in himfelfe he might, 
To whome full oft with painfull pen 
this Tullie did indight ? 
What ever Thefeus thought 
Perythous coulde tell, 
With wearie travell that purfude 
his loving friende to hell. 
Was Damon daintie founde 
to Pythias at all, 
For whome he woulde with Tyran ftaide, 
as pledge to live in thrall? 
In Pylades was nought 
but that Oreftes knewe, 
Who privie was from time to time 
how care or comfort grewe. 
Gyfippus felt no griefe 
but Titus boade the fame, 
And where that Titus founde reliefe 
their Gyfippe had his gaine. 
When Leelius did laugh, 
then Scipio did joy ; 


’ 
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And what Menetus fonne miflikte, 
Achylles did annoy. 
/Eurialus his thoughts 
and fecrets of his hart 
To Nyfus would declare at large, 
were they of joy or {mart. 
All thefe conjoined were 
in fureft league of loove ; 
Whome neyther fortune, good or bad, 
nor death might once remoove. 
They would not thinke in minde, 
nor practife that at all, 
But to that fame their truftie friends 
they would in counfell call. 
All thofe, therefore, that wifhe 
their inward paines redreffe, 
Muft to their moft affured friend 
it outwardly expreffe. 
So may they chaunce to finde 
a falve for fecret fore, 
Which otherwife, in covert kept, 
will foone increafe to more. 


Of the divers and contrarte paffions and affections 
of his Love. 


To phifick thofe that long have gone 
and fpent their time in griefe, 

Affirme that pacients in their paines 

will fhun their beft reliefe. 
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They will refufe the tyfants tafte, 
and wholefome drinkes defpife, 

Which to recure difeafes fell 
phifitions did devife: 

But when they be debard the fame, 
which fo they fhunde before, 

They crie and call for tyfants then, 
as foveraigne for their fore. 

Such is the wayward guife of thofe 
with pangues that are opprett ; 

They wifh for that they never had, 
and fhun that they poffeft. 

I may to them right well compare 
the lovers divers thought, 

That likes, and then miflikes againe 
that they long earft had fought. 

They will not, when they may, enjoy 
their hearts defired choife: 

They then: defie, they thentdetett 
with lowde and lothfome voice. 

They will refufe when time doth ferve; 
but when fuch time is gone, 

They figh and fchreach with mournefull crie, 
and make a ruthfull mone. 

They little think that time hath wings, 
or knoweth how to flie ; 

They hope to have it ftill at hande 
that {wiftly paffeth bie. 

They thinke that time will tarie them, 
and for their fanfie ftay, 

But time infittle tine is cone: 

it fleeteth faft away. 
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So ftandes the foole by fleeting floud 
and looketh for a turne; 
But river runnes and ftill will run, 
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and never fhape returne. 

What! doe they hope that beauties ¢laffe 
will {till continue bright ? 

Nay, when the day is gone and patt, 
by courfe appeeres the night. 

For crooked age his woonted trade 
is for to plough the face 

With wrinckled furrowes, that before 
was chiefe of beauties grace. 

Perhaps they thinke that men are mad, 
and once intrapt in love, 

Will never ftrive to breake the fnare, 
nor never to remove. 

No fowler that had wylie wit, 
but will forefee fuch hap, 

That birds will alway bufke and bate, 
and {cape the fowlers trap. 

And if their fortune favor fo, 
then who doth mount fo hie 

As thofe that guilefull pitfall tooke 
prepared for to die? 

What fifh doth fleete fo faft as that 
which lately hangde on hooke? 

By happie hap if he efcape, 
he will not backwarde looke. 

Take time, therefore, thou foolith feeme, 
whilft time doth ferve fo well; 

For time away as faft doth flee 

as any found of bell: 
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And thou, perhaps, in after time, 
when time is paft and gone, 
Shall lie lamenting loffe of time, 
as colde as any ftone. 
Yet were thou better take thy time 
whilft yet thy beautie ferves ; 
For beautie as the flower fades 
whome lack of Phoebus fterves. 


Of Dido and the truth of hir death. 


I, DIbo, and the queene of Carthage onouma, 
Whofe lims thou feeft fo lively fet to fight, 
Such one I was, but never to be found 

So farre in love as Vergill feemes to wright, 
I livde not fo in luft and fowle delight. 

For neither he that wandring Duke of Troie 
Knewe mee, nor yet at Lybie lande arivde ; 
But to efcape Iarbos that did noie 
Mee fore, of lyfe my carcaffe I deprivde, 

To keepe my heft that he would tho have rivde. 

No ftorme of love, or dolour made me die : 

I flue my felfe to fave my fheete of fhame 
Wherein good Sycheus wrapped me perdie. 
Then, Vergill, then, the greater be thy blame 
That fo by love doft breede my fowle defame. 


Of Venus in Armour. 


IN complete [armour] Pallas faw 
the ladie Venus ftande : 
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Who faid, let Paris now be judge ; 
encounter we with hande. 
Replide the Goddeffe: what! 
{cornfte thou in armour mee, 
That naked earit in Ida Mount 
fo foylde and conquerde thee ? 


Of a Hare complayning of the hatred of Dogs. 
TEES as fos 


THE {centing hounds purfude 
the haftie hare of foote : 
The fielie beaft to fcape the dogs 
did jumpe upon a roote. 

The rotten fcrag it burit, 
from cliffe to feas he fell ; 
Then cride the hare: unhappie mec! 
for now perceive I well, 
Both lande and fea purfue 
and hate the hurtleffe hare ; 
And eake the dogged fkies aloft, 
if fo the dog be thare. 


Lo one that painted Eccho. 


THOU witles wight, what meanes this mad intent 
To draw my face and forme, unknowne to thee ? 
What meanft thou fo for to moleften mee, 
Whome never eie behelde, nor man could fee ? 
Daughter to talking tongue and ayre am I; 
My mother is nothing when things are waide: 
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I am a voyce without the bodies aide. 

When all the tale is tolde and fentence faide, 
Then I recite the latter worde afrefhe 

In mocking fort and counterfayting wies: 

Within your eares my chiefeft harbour lies ; 

There doe I woonne, not feene with mortall eies. 
And more to tell and farther to proceede, 

I Eccho height of men below in grounde: 

If thou wilt draw my counterfait in deede, 

Then muft thou paint (O painter) but a found. 


To a cruell Dame for grace and pittte. 


AS Idoe lack thei 

to fhow my faithfull hart, 
So doe you want good will 

too rue your lovers fmart. 
The greateris my aire, 

the leffer is your heate ; 
The more that I defire, 

the leffe you feeme to fweate. 
©! quench not io the coale 

of this my faithfull flame 
With nayes, thou frowarde foule, 

let yeas increafe the fame. 
Let us at length agree, 

whome Cupid made by law 
Eche others friend to bee 

in fanfies yoke to draw. 
If I doe plaie my part 
at any time amis, 


Songs and Sonets. 


Then doe beftowe thy hart 

where greater friendfhip is : 
But if in true good will 

I beare my felfe upright, 
Let mee enjoy thee ftill, 

my fervice to requight. 
Go thou, my fierie;dart 

of fcalding whote defire, 
To pierce hir yfie hart, 

and fet hir breft on fire, 
That I may both prolong 

my painefull pyning dayes, 
And eke avendge hir wrong 

that paine for pleafure payes. 
I never fawe the ftone 

but often drops would waft, 
Nor dame but daylie mone 

vould make hir yeelde at laft. 


Lo a Gentlewoman from whome he tooke a Ring. 


WHAT needes this frowning face ? 
what meanes your looke fo coye? 
Is all this for a ring, 
a trifle-and a. toye; 
What though I reft your ring, 
I tooke itnot: to keepe;: 
Therefore you neede the leffe 
in fuch difpite to weepe: 
For Cupid fhall be judge 


and umpire in this cafe, 
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Or who by hap fhall next 
approche into this place. 
You tooke from mee my hart, 
I caught from you a ring ; 
Whofe is the greateft loffe ? 
where ought the griefe to fpring ? 
Keepe you as well my hart, 
as I will keepe your ring, 
And you fhall judge at laft 
that you have loft nothing. 
For if a friendly hart, 
fo {tuft with ftaide loove, 
In value doe not paffe 
the ring, you may reproove 
The reaving of the fame: 
and I of force muft fay 
That I defervde the blaine 
who tooke your ring away. 
But what if you doe wreake 
your malice on my hart? 
Then give mee leave to thinke 
you guiltie for your part; 
And when fo ere I yeelde 
to you your ring againe, 
Reftore me vp my hart 
that now you put to paine. 
For fo we both be pleafde, 
to fay we may be bolde 
That neyther to the loffe 
of us hath bought or folde. 
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The Lover blames his Tongue, that fatled to utter his fute 
wn time of neede. 


FORCAUSE I ftill preferde the truth before 
Shameleffe untruth, and lothfome leefings lore, 
I finde my felfe yll recompentt therefore 
Off thee my Tongue. 
For good defert and guiding thee aright, 
That thou for aye mightft live devoide of fpight, 
I reape but thame, and lack my chiefe delight 
For filence kept. 
When happie hap by hap advaunft my cafe, 
und brought mee to my Ladie, face to face, 
Where I hir corps in fafetie might imbrace, 
Thou held{t thy peace. 
Thou mad{te my voyce to cleave amids my throte, 
And fute to ceafe unluckylie (God wote) 
Thou wouldft not fpeake, tho you hadft quite forgote 
My harts beheft. 
My hart by thee fufpected was of guile, 
For caufe thou ceaft to ufe a loving ftile, 
And wordes to forge and frame with fineft file 
As lovers woont. 
Thou madfte my bloud fro paled face to ftart, 
And flie to feeke fome fuccor of the hart, 
That wounded was long earft with dreadfull dart 
Off Cupids bowe. 
And thou, as colde as any marble ftone, 
When from my face the chillie bloud was gone, 
Couldft not devife the way to make my mone 
By wordes appeere. 
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And (yee my teares) that woonted were to flowe 

And ftreamed adowne as faft as thawed fnowe, 

Were {topt, as then yee had no powre to fhowe 
A lovers fute. 

My fighes that earft were woont to dim the Skie, 

And caufe a fume by force of fame to fic} 

Were tho as flack, as Welles, of weeping drie 
Too fhowe my love. 

The hart that laie incombred all within 

Had fainted quite, had not by lookes ybin: 

For they declarde the cafe my hart was in 
By tongues untroth. 


Lhat all things are as they are used. 


WAS never ought, by Natures art 

Or cunning {kill, fo wifely wrought, 
But man by practice might convart 

Too worfer ufe then Nature thought : 
Ne yet was ever thing fo ill, 

Or may be of fo fmall a prife, 
But man may better it by fkill, 

And chaunge his fort by founde advife. 
So that by proofe it may be feene 

That all things are as is their ufe, 
And man may alter Nature cleene, 

And things corrupt by his abufe. 
What better may be founde than flame, 

Too Nature that doth fuccor paie ? 
Yet we doe oft abufe the fame 
In bringing buildings to decaie. 
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For thofe that minde to put in ure 
Their malice, moovde to wrath and ire, 
To wreake their mifchiefe, will be fure 
Too fpill and fpoyle thy houfe with fire. 
So Phifick, that doth ferve for eafe 
And to recure the grieved foule, 
The painefull patient may difeafe, 
And make him fick that earft was whole. 
Thetrue;man-and the theetevare lecke, 
For fworde doth ferve them both at neede, 
Dave one*by it doth tafetie feeke: 
And th’ other of the fpoile to fpeede. 
As law and learning doth redreffe 
That otherwife would go to wrack, 
Even fo doth it oft times oppreffe 
And bring the true man to the rack. 
Though poyfon paine the drinker fore 
By boyling in his fainting breaft, 
Yet is it not refufde therefore, 
For caufe fometime it breedeth reaft ; 
And mixt with medicines of proofe 
According to Machaons arte, 
Doth ferve right well for our behoofe, 
And fuccor fends to dying harte. 
Yet thefe and other things were made 
By Nature fomthe better ute; 
But we of cuftome take a trade 
By wilfull will them to abufe. 
So nothing is by kinde fo voide 
Of vice, and with such vertue fraught, 
Sut it by us may be anoide, 
And brought in trackt of time too naught. 
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Againe there is not that fo ill 


Bylowe the lampe of Phoebus light, 
3ut man may better, if he will 
Applie his wit to make it right. 


The Lover excufeth himfelfe for renowncing his Love and 
Ladte, imputing the fame to his fate and conftellaiton. 


THOUGH Dydo blamde A‘neas truth 
for leaving Carthage fhore, 

Where he well entertainde had beene, 
and like a Prince before: 

Though Thefeus were unthriftie thought 
and of a cruell race, 

That in rewarde of death efcapte 
by Aryadnas lace, 

Amid the defart woods fo wilde 
his looving laffe forfooke, 

Whome by good hap and luckie lore 
the drowfie Bacchus tooke. 

Yet if the Judges inithisccare 
their verdit yeelde aright, 

Nor Thefeus nor Aineas fact 
deferve fuch endleffe fpight, 

As wayward women, ftirde to wrath, 
beare fixed faft in minde, 

Still feeking wayes to wreake their yre 
upon Atneas kinde ; 

For neither lack of liking love, 

nor hope of greater gaine, 
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Nor fickle fanfies force us men 
to breake off friendfhips chaine. 
They loth not that they loovde before 
they hate not things poffett ; 
Some other weightie caufe they have 
of chaunge, as may be gett. 
And waying with my felfe eche one, 
I can none fitter finde, 
Than that to men fuch bleffed hap 
is by the Gods affignde. 
The golden ftarres that guide their age, 
and planets will them fo, 
And Gods (the rulers of their face) 
procure them to forgo 
Their forged faith and plighted truth, 
with promife made fo fure, 
That is too feeming ftrong as fteele, 
and likely to endure. 
For did not mightie Jove himfelfe 
the fwift Cyllenus fende, 
To wiil the Troyan Prince in hatte 
into Italia bende, 
And leave the lyked lande fo well 
and Carthage queene forfake, 
That made him owner of hir hart, 
and all that thee could make? 
And fuch was Thefeus lot, perdie, 
fo hard the maydens hap, 
That fhee in defart fhould be left 
and caught in Bacchus trap. 
Should Jafon be proclaimde and cride 
a traitor to the fkies, 
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For that he Medea left at laft, 
by whome he wan the Flife? 
No; fuch was Oetes daughters chaunce 
in cradle hir affignde, 
And Jafons birthftarre forft the Greeke 
to fhowe himfelfe vnkinde. 
For if rewardes might binde fo faft, 
and knit the knot fo fure, 
Their faith (no doubt) and lincked love 
fhould then of force endure: 
For Dido gave him Carthage kayes, 
the wealth, and foile withall : 
Thofe other two prefervde their lives 
that elfe had livde in thrall. 
Then fithens {ftreaming ftarres procure, 
and fatall powers agree, 
And ftawled Gods doe condifcend 
that I my-friendfhip flee, 
And reave your bells, and caft you off 
to live in haggards wies, 
That for no private ftale doe care, 
but love to range the fkies, 
I muft not feeme then to rebell, 
nor fecret treafon forge, 
But chaunge my choyce, and leave my loove, 
and fanfies fonde difgorge. 
I crave of Cupid, lorde of love, 
a pardon for the fame, 
For that I now reject his lawes, 
and quite renownce his game. 


Songs and Sonets. 


137 


Of Ladie Venus, that having loft hir fonne C upid, God of 


Love, and defirous to underftand of him againe, 
declares, by the way, the nature of Love and 
A ffections of the fame, by pretie aifcrip- 
tion as followeth. 


WHAT time the ladie Venus fought hir little fonne, 


That Cupid hight, and found him not, fhe thus begonne. 


My friends (quoth fhe) if any chaunce in open {treete, 


Or croffing pathes, that wandring amorous elfe to meete, 


That runnagate (I fay) is mine: who fo by hap 

Shall firft bring tidings of the boy, in Venus lap 

Is fure to fit, and have, in price of taken paine, 

A fugred kiffe. But he that brings him home againe, 
A buffe. Yea, not a buffe alone doubtleffe thall have, 
But like a friend I will entreate him paffing brave. 

I tell you tis a proper youth. Marke every lim 

And member of my ftraid fonne that is fo trim. 

Not fallow white his bodie is, but like to flame: 

A fierce and fierie roling eie fets out the fame: 

A mifchievous wylie hart in breaft the boy doth beare, 
But yet his wordes are honnie like and fweete to eare. 
His talking tongue and meaning minde afunder goc: 
Smooth filed ftile for little coft he will beftowe, 

But being once inflamde with ire and raging wrath, 

A cruell canckred dogged hart the urchin hath. 

Falfe foxely fubtile boy, and glofing lying lad, 


He fports to outward fight, but inward chafes like mad. 


A. curled fconce he hath, with angrie frowning brow ; 
A little hand, yet dart a cruell way can throwe. 
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To fhadie Acheron fometime he flings the fame, 

And deepeft damp of hollow hell thofe impes to tame. 
Upon his carkaffe not a cloth, but naked hee 

Of garments goes; his minde is wrapt, and not to fee. 
Much like a fethred foule he flies, and wags his wings, 
Now here now there: ye man fomtime this mifer wrings. 
Sometimes againe the laffe to love he doth enforce: 

Of neither kind, nor man nor maid, he hath remorce. 

A little bow the boy doth beare in tender hande, 

And in the fame an arrow nockt to ftring doth ftand : 

A flender fhaft, yet fuch a one as farre will flie, 

And being {hot from Cupids bow will reach the fkie: 

A pretie golden quiver hangs there albehinde 

Upon his back, wherein who fo doth looke, fhall finde 

A fort of fharpe and lurching fhafts, unhappie boy, 
Wherewith his ladie mother eke he doth annoy 
Sometimes : but moft of all the foolith fretting elfe 

In cruell wife doth cruelly torment and vex himfelfe. 

Doe beate the boy, and fpare him not at all, if thou 

On him doe chaunce to light: although from childith brow 
And moyfted eies the trickling teares like flouds diftill, 
Beleeve him not, for chiefly then beguile he will. 

Not if he fmile unlofe his pyniond armes, take heede, 
With pleafant honie words though he thine eares doe feede, 
And crave a kiffe : beware thou kiffe him not at all, 

For in his lips vile venom lurcks, and bitter gall. 

Or if with friendly face he feeme to yeelde his bow 

And fhafts to thee, his proferde gifts (my friend) forgo : 
Touch not with tender hand the fubtile flattring Dart 
Of Love, for feare the fire thereof doe make thee fmart. 
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Where this that I have fayde be true, 
Yee Lovers, I appeale to you: 

For ye doe knowe Cupidos toyes, 

Yee feele his fmarts, yee tafte his joyes. 
A fickle foolifh God to ferve 

I tearme him, as he doth deferve. 


Of the cruell hatred of Stepmothers. 


THE Sonne in lawe, his Stepdame being dead, 
Began hir hierce with garlands to commende: 
Meanewhile there fell a ftone upon his head 
From out the tombe that brought the boy abed; 
A proofe that Stepdames hate hath never ende. 


A gaine. 


GLAD was the Sonne of frowning Beldams death, 
lo witneffe joy to deck hir tomb gan trudge : 

A peece of marbell fell and reft his breath, 

As he (good Lad) ftoode ftrewing flowres beneath ; 
A figne that Death dawnts not the mothers grudge. 


Lo Cupid, for revenge of his unkind and cruell Love. 
Declaring his fatthfull fervice, and true hart 
both to the God of Love and his Ladie. 


Ir I had beene in Troyan ground, 
When Ladie Venus tooke hir wound; 
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If I in Greekifh campe had beene, 
Or clad in armour had beene feene ; 
If Heétor had by mee beene flaine, 
Or Prince 7eneasiputstorpamice 

If I the machin huge had brought, 

By Grecian guile fo falfely wrought, 
Or rayfed it above the wall, 

Of Troie that procurde the fall ; 

Then could I not thee (Cupid) blame, 
If thou didft put mee to this fhame. 
But I have alwaies beene as true 

To thee, and thine in order due, 

As ever was there any wight, 

That fayth and truth to Cupid plight. 
I never yet defpife thy lawe, 

But aye of thee did ftand in awe: 

I never callde thee buffard blinde, 

I no fuch fault in thee did finde, 

But thought my time well fpent to bee 
That I imploide in ferving thee. 

I wifte thou wert of force and powre 
To conquere Princes in an howre: 
When thou retaindft mee as thy man, 
I thought my felfe moft happie than. 
Since this is true that I have faide, 
Good Cupid let mee have thy aide; 
Helpe mee to wreake my wrath aright, 
And fuccor mee to worke my fpight. 
To thee it appertaines of due 

Him to affift that is fo true; 

And thou of reafon fhouldft torment 
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Such as by wilfull will are bent 

To triumph over thofe that ferve 
Thee in the field, and never fwerve. 
Go bend thy bowe with haftie fpeede, 
And make hir tigers hart to bleede: 
Caufe hir that little fets by mee, 

Yet {till to ftand in awe of thee. 

Let hir perceive thy fervent fire, 

And what thou art in raging ire: 
Now fhowe thy felfe no man to bee, 
Let hir a God both feele and fee. 

She forceth not my cutting paine, 
Hir vowed othes fhee wayes as vaine: 
Shee fits in peace at quiet reft, 

And {cornes at mee fo difpoffeft. 


Shee laughes at thee, and mocks thy might ; 


Thou art not Cupid in hir fight. 
Shee fpites at mee without caufe whie, 
Shee forceth not although I die. 

I am hir captive, bounde in give, 

And dare not once for lyfe to ftrive. 
The more to thee I call and crie, 

To rid mee from this crueltie, 

The more fhee feekes to worke hir ire, 
The more fhee burnes with fcalding fire. 
And all for Cupids fake I bide, 

From whofe decrees I doe not glide: 
Wherefore (I fay) go bende thy bow, 
And to hir hart an arrow throw: 

That dart which breaketh harts of flint, 
And gives the cruell crafing dint, 
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Upon hir crabbed breaft beftow, 

That fhee thy force and powre may know ; 
That fhee a myrrour may be knowne 
To fuch as be thy deadly fone. 

So fhall they good example take, 

How to abufe men for thy fake. 

Let hir (good Cupid) underftande, 
That I am thine, both hart and hande; 
And to: play quittance force avtica 
That fhee may frie with whote defire 
Of me, whome earft fhe put to paine : 
And this is all that I would gaine. 


An Aunfwere to his Ladte, that willed him that abfence 


should not breede forgetfulneffe. 


THOUGH noble Surrey fayde 
that abfence woonders frame, 
And makes things out of fight forgot, 
and thereof takes his name: 
Though fome there are that force 
but on their pleafures preft, 
Unmindefull of their plighted truth, 
and falfely forged heft; 
Yet will I not approove 
mee guiltie of this crime, 
Ne breake the friendthip late begoon, 
as you fhall trie in time. 
No diftance, of the place 
fhall reave thee from my brett; 
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Not fawning chaunce, nor frowning hap, 
fhall make mee fwarve my heft. 
As foone may Phcebus frame 
his fierie fteades to roon 
Their race from path they woonted were, 
and ende where they begoon ; 
As foone fhall Saturne ceafe 
his bended broowes to fhow, 
And frowning face to friendly ftarres 
that in their circles go ; 
As foone the tiger tame 
and lion fhall you finde, 
And brutifh beaftes that favage were 
fhall fwarve their bedlam kinde ; 
As foone the froft thall flame, 
and A<tna ceafe to burne, 
And reftleffe rivers to their fprings 
and fountaines fhall returne : 
As abfence breede debate, 
or want of fight procure 
Our faithfull friendfhips writh awrie 
whilft lively death indure. 
As foone I will commit 
my felfe to Lethes lake, 
As the (fweete friend) whome I a friend 
have chofe for vertues fake. 
Ifow may a man forget 
the coale that burnes within, 
Augmenting {till his fecret fore 
by piercing fell and fkin ? 
May martirs ceafe to mourne, 
or thinke of torments preft, 


erage 


& 


Oe a 


a 


< Wicepetnile ol aa 


a7) 


—— 
‘Sap ¥ 
* ‘ .. 


Sit, 


he 
af 


Epigraphes, Epigrams, 


Whilft paine to paine is added ate, 
to further their unreft ? 
May fhipmen in diftreffe, 
at pleafure of the winde 
Toft to and fro by furge of feas 
that they in tempeft finde, 
Forget Neptunus rage, 
or bluftring Borias blaft, 
When cables are in funder crackt, 
and tackle rent from maft? 
Ne may I (friend) forget 
(unleffe I would but faine) 
The falve that doth recure my fore 
and heales the fcarre againe. 
I fend thee by the winde 
ten thoufand fighes a day, 
Which dim the fkies with clowdie fmoke 
as they doe paffe away. 
Oft gazing on the funne, 
I count Apollo bleft, 
For that he vewes thee once aday 
in paffing to the weft. 
Oh! that I had his powre 
and blafing lampe of light, 
Then thou, my friend, fhould ftand afurde 
to never fee the night. 
But fince it is not fo, 
content thy felte a while, 
And with remembrance of thy friend 
the lothfome time begile ; 
Till Fortune doe agree 
that we fhall meete againe, 
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For then shall prefence breede our joies 
whome abfence put to paine. 

And of my olde good will 
(good friend) thy felfe affure: 

Have no diftruft, my love fhall laft 


as long as life shall dure. 


Of a Thracyan that was drownde by playing on the Ife. 


A THRACYAN boy, well tipled all the day, 

Upon a frozen fpring did fport and play ; 

The flipper ife with hieft of bodies fway 

On fodaine brake, and fwapt his head away: 

It fwam aloft, bylowe the carcas lay. 

The mother came and bore the head away ; 
When thee did burie it thus gan thee fay: 

This brought I foorth in flame his hierce to have, 
The reft amids the flocd to finde a grave. 


The Lover hoping in May to have had redreffe of his woes, 
and yet fowly miffing his purpose, bewailes his 
crucll hap. 


You that in May have bathde in blis, 
And founde a falve to eafe your fore, 
Do May obfervaunce: reafon is 
That May should honord be therfore. 
Awake out of your drowfie fleepe, 
And leave your tender beds of downe, 
Of Cupids lawes that taken keepe, 
With fommer flowers deck your crowne. 
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As foone as Venus ftarre doth showe, 
That brings the dawning on his back, 
And cheereful light begins to growe, 
By putting of his foe to wrack, 
Repaire to heare the wedded makes, 
And late ycoupled in a knote, 
The nightingale that fits in brakes, 
“And telles:or Dereus truthibyanotes 
The thruffell, with the turtle dove, 
The little robineke yieare, 
That make rehearfall of their love, 
Make hafte (I fay) that yee were theare. 
Into the fieldes where Dian dwels, 
With nimphes environd round about, 
Hafte yee to daunce about the wels, 
A fit paftime for fuch a rout. 
Let them doe this that have receivde 
In May the hire of hoped grace ; 
But I) as one that amevetea, ae 
Of bliffefull ftate, will hide my face, 
And doole my daies with ruthfull voice, 
As fits a retchleffe wight to doe, 
Since now it lies not in my choife 
To quite mee from this curfed woe. 
I harbour in my breaft a thought 
which now is turned another way, 
That pleafant May would mee ybrought 
From Scylla to a better bay. 
Since all (quoth I) that Nature made, 
And placed here in earth bylowe, 
When Spring returnes, of woonted trade 
Doe banish griefe that earft did growe, 
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And chaungeth eke the churlish cheere 
And frowning face of Tellus hewe, 
With vernant flowers that appeere 
To clad the foile with mantell newe : 


Since fnakes doe caft their shriveled {kinnes, 
And bucks hang up their heads on pale ; 


Since frifking fishes lofe their finnes, 
And glide with new repaired fcale, 
Then I of force with greedie eie 
Muit hope to finde to eafe my fmart. 
Since eche anoy in Spring doth die, 
And cares to comfort doe convart, 
Then I (quoth I) shall reach the port, 
And faft mine ancker on the ground, 
Where lyes my pleafure and difport, 
Where is my furetie to be found. 
There shall my beaten barke have rode, 
And Tfordervice.done be paid ; 
My forrowes quite shall be unlode. 
Even thus unto my felfe. I faid, 
But (out alas!) it falles not fo, 
May is to mee a month of mone, 
In May, though others comfort gro, 
My feedes of griefe are furely fowne. 
My bitter teares for water ferve, 
Wherewith the garden of my breft 
I moift, for feare the feedes fhould fterve, 
And thus I frame mine owne unrett. 
Pet others; then, thatifeelen jy 
Extole the merrie month of May, 
And I that tafted have annoy, 
In praife thereof will nothing fay ; 
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But wifh returne of winters warre, 

And bluftring force of Borias force againe, 
Thefe fower feedes of wo to marre, 

By force of winde and wifking raine: 
And fo, perhaps, by better fate, 

At next returnesof (pring, lomay, 
By chaunging of my former ftate, 

Cait off my care, and chaunge my lay. 


loa fickle and unconfiant Dame, a friendly warning. 


WHAT may I thinke of you (my fawlcon free) 
That having hood, lines, buets, bels of mee, 

And woonted earft, when I my game did fpring, 
To flie fo well and make fuch nimble wing, 

As might no fowle for weightneffe well compare 
With thee, thou wert a bird fo paffing rare: 

What may I deeme of thee (fayre fawlcon) now, 
That neyther to my lure nor traine wilt bow. 

But this, that when my backe is turnde and gon, 
Another gives thee rumpes to tyre upon. 

Well, wanton, well; if you were wife in deede, 

You would regard the fift whereon you feede : 

You would the horfe devouring crow refufe, 

And gorge your felfe with fleshe more fine to chufe. 
I wishe thee this for woonted olde good will 

To flie more hie, for feare the ftowping will 

Breede him, that now doth keepe thee, out of love, 
And thinke his fawlcon will a buffard prove. 

Which if he deeme, or doe fufpect at all, 
He will abate thy flesh, and make thee fall. 
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So that of force thou shalt enforced bee 
Too doe by him as nowe thou doft by mee : 
That is, to leave the keeper, and away. 
Fawlcon, take heede, for this is true I fay. 


The Lover to his Ladte, that gafed much up to the Skies. 


My girle, thou gazeft much 
upon the golden fkies: 

Would I were Heauen! I would behold 
thee then with all mine eies. 


The Pentitent Lover, utterly renouncing love, craves 


pardon of forepaffed follies. 


IF fuch as did amiffe, 
and ran their race awrie, 
May boldely crave at judges hand 
fome mercie ere they die, 
And pardon for their gilt 
that wilfully tranferett, 
And fawe the bownds before their eies 
that vertue had addreft: 
Then I, that brake the bancks 
which reafon had affignde 
To fuch as would purfue hir traine, 
may ftande in hope to finde 
Some favour at hir hand, 
fince blinde forecaft was caufe, 
And not my wilfull will in fault, 
that I have fwervde hir lawes. 
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Mifguided have I beene, 
and trayned all by truft, 
And love was forger of the fraude, 
and furtherer of my luft: 
Whofe vele did daze mine eies, 
and darckned fo my fight 
With errors foggie mift at firtt, 
that reafon gave no light. 
And as thofe wofull wightes 
that faile on fwelling feas, 
When windes and wrathfull waves confpire 
to banifh all their eafe ; 
When heavenly lamps are hid 
from fhipmens hunerie eies, 
And lodeftarres are in covert kept 
within the cloudie {fkies ; 
As they without refpect 
doe follow Fortunes lore, 
And run at randome in the flood 
where A¢ols impes doe rore, 
Till golden crefted Phebe, 
or elfe his fifters light, 
Have chafde away thofe noyfome clouds, 
and put the fame to flight : 
So I (unhappie man) 
have followde love a fpace, 
And felt the whotteft of his flame, 
and flafhing fierie blafe. 
In darkneffe have I dwelt, 
and errours uglie fhade, 
Unwitting how to raife a f{tarre 
from perill to evade. 
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Few daies came on my head 
wherein was caufe of joy, 
But day and night were readie both 
to haften mine anoy. 
Short were my fleepes (God wot) 
moft dreadfull were my dreames, 
Mine eies (as conduits of the hart) 
did gufh out faltith ftreames : 
Tormented was my corfe, 
my minde was never free, 
But both repleate with anguifh aye, 
diffeverde fought to bee. 
No place might like mee long, 
no pleafure could endure, 
In ftead of fport was fmart at hande, 
for paftime paine in vre: 
A bondman to my felfe, 
yet free in others fight, 
Not able to refift the rage 
of winged archers might. 
Thus haue I fpent my time 
in fervage as a thrall, 
Till reafon of hir bountie lift 
mec to hirmierciescall: 
Now have I made returne, 
and by good hap retirde 
From Cupids camp and deepe difpaire, 
and once againe afpirde 
To Ladie Reafons ftawle, 
where wifedome throned is, 
On promife of amends releatft, 
is all that was amis. 
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To Plato now I fite, 
and Senecs found advice: 

A fatch for love! I force not now 
what chaunce fall on the dice. 


To his Friend that vefufde him without caufe why, but 
onely upon delight of chaunge. 


You fhowe your felfe to bee 
a woman right by kinde: 
You lyke and then miflyke againe, 
where you no caufe doe finde. 
I can not thinke that love 
was planted in your brett, 
As did your flattring lookes declare, 
and perjurde tongue proteft. 
Thou fwarfte alone that I 
thy fanfie did fubdue, 
Then why fhould frenfie force thee now 
to fhow thy felfe untrue? 
Fie, faithleffe woman, fie! 
wilt thou condemne the kinde 
Bicaufe of juft report of yll, 
and blot of wavering minde? 
Too playne it now appeares 
that luft procurde thy loue, 
Or elfe it would not fo decay 
and caufeleffe thus remove, 
I thought that I at firft 
a Lucrece had fubdude, 
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But nowe I finde that fanfie fonde 
my fenies did delude: 
I deemde’that I had got 
a fawlcon to the fit, 
Whome I might quickly have reclaimde ; 
but I my purpofe mitt, 
For (oh) the worfer hap, 
my fawlcon is fo free, 
As downe fhe ftoupes to ftraungers hire, 
and forceth leaft of mee. 
Good fhape was yll beftowde 
upon fo vile a kite, 
That haggard wife doth love to live, 
and doth in chaunge delight. 
Yeeld me thy flanting hood, 
fhake off thofe belles of thine, 
Such checking buffards yll deferve 
or bell or hood fo fine. 
With fowles of bafer fort 
how can you brooke to flie, 
That earft your nature did to hawkes 
of ftately kinde applie ? 
If want of pray enforfte 
this chaunge, thou art too blame, 
For] had ever traines in {tore 
to make my fawlcon game. 
I had a taffell eke, 
full gentle by his kinde, 
Too flie with thee, in ufe of wing 
the greater joy to finde. 
No; doubtleffe wanton luft 
and flefhly fowle defire 
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Did make thee loath my friendly lure, 
and fet thy hart on fire. 

Too trie what mettall was 
in buffards to be founde, 

This, this was it that made thee ftowpe 
from loftie gate to grounde: 

Wherefore if ever luck 
doe let me Hight on thee, 

And Fortune graunt me once againe 
thy keeper for to bee, 

Thy diet fhall be fuch, 
thy tyring rumpes fo bare, 

As thou fhalt know thy keeper well, 
and for none other care. 

Meanewhile on carren feede, 
thy hungrie gorge to glut, 

That all thy luft in daylie chaunge 
and diet new doft put. 

Difeafes muft of force 
fuch feeding fowle enfue: 

No force to me; thou wert my bird, 
But (fawlcon) now adue. 


Lo one that, upon furmife of adverfitie, foreweut 
hir Friend, 


As too the whyte, and lately lymed houfe 
The doves doe flock in hope of better fare, 
And leave their home of culvers cleane and bare: 
“As to the kitchin poftes the peeping moufe, 
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Where vittailes fine and curious cates are dreft, 
And fhoons the fhop where livelyhood waxeth thin, 
Where he before had fillde his emptie fkin, 

And where he chofe him firft to be a Ouelt. 

As lyfe unto the lyving carcaffe cleave, 

But balke the fame made readie to the beare, 

So you that earft my friend to feeming weare, 

In happie ftate, your needie friend doe leave. 
Unfriendly are thofe other, dove and moufe, 

That doe refufe olde harbour for a newe, 

And make exchaunge for lodge they never knewe: 
Unfriendly eke the flowe and lumpith lowfe, 

But more uncivill you that wittie arre 

To judge a friend, your friendthip to forgo 
Without a caufe and make exchaunges fo; 

For friendes are needed moft in time of warre. 

Put cafe that chaunce withdrew hir olde good will, 
And frownde on mee to whome {thee was a friend, 
Is that a reafon why your love fhould end ? 

No, no, you fhould a friend continue ftill ; 

For true good will in miferie is tride, 

For then will none but faithfull friends abide. 


lo Maifier Googes fanfie that begins: Give monie mee, 


take friendfhip who fo lift. 


FRIEND Googe, give me the faithfull friend to truft, 
And take the fickle coine for mee that luft : 
For friends in time of trouble and diftreffe 
With help, and found advife will foone redreffe 
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Eche growing griefe that gripes the penfive breft. 

When monie les lockt up in covert cheft. 

Thy coine will caufe a thoufand cares to grow, 

Which if thou hadift no coine thou couldft not know. 

Thy friend no care but comfort will procure, 

Of him thou mayft at neede thy felfe affure. 

Thy monie makes the theefe in waite to lie, 

Whofe fraude thy friend and falfehood will defcrie. 

Thou canft not keepe unlockt thy carefull coine, 

But fome from thee thy monie will purloine: 

Thy faithfull friend will never ftart afide, 

But take his fhare of all that fhall betide. 

When thou art dead thy monie is bereft, 

But after life thy truftie friend is left: 

Thy monie ferves another maifter than, 

Thy faythfull friend lincks with none other man. 
So that (friend Googe) I deeme it better I 
To choofe the friend, and let the monie lie. 


Lhe Lover abufed renownceth Love. 


FOR to revoke to penfiue thought, 
And troubled head my former plight, 
Flow I by earneft fute have fought 
And griefull paines a loving wight, 
For to accoy, accoy, 
And breede my joy, 
Without anoy, makes faltith bryne 
To flufh out of my vapord eyne. 
To thinke upon the fundrie fnares 
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And privie panthers that were led 

To forge my daylie dolefull cares, 

Whereby my hoped pleafures fled, 
Doth plague my hart, my hart, 
With deadly fmart, 

Without defart, that have indurde 
Such woes, and am not yet recurde. 
Was never day come on my hed 

Wherein I did not fue for grace, 
Was never night but I in bed 
Unto my pillow tolde my cafe, 
Bayning my breft, my breft, 
For want of reft, 
With teares oppreft, yet remedie none 
Was to be found for all my mone. 

If fhe had dained my good will, 

And recompenft me with hir love, 
I would have beene hir vaffell ftill, 
And never once my hart remove: 
I did pretend, pretend, 
To be hir friend 
Unto the end; but fhe refufde 
My loving hart, and me abufde. 

I did not force upon the fpite 
And venemous ftings of hiffing fnakes ; 
J wayed not their words a mite, 
That fuch a doe at lovers makes : 

I did rejoyce, rejoyce, 

To have the voyce 
Of fuch a choyce, and {mild to fee 
That they reported fo of mee. 
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Oh mee! moft luckie wight (quoth I) 
At whome the people fo repine: 
I truft the rumor that doth flie 
Will force hir to my will incline, 
And like well mee, well mee, 
Whome thee doth fee, 
Hir love to bee, unfainedly, 
In whome fhee may full well affe. 
But now at length I plainely vew 
That woman never gave hir breft ; 
For they by kindly courfe will rue 
On fuch as: feeme to love theni belt. 
And will relent, relent, 
And be content, 
When nought is ment, fave friendly hart, 
And love for never to depart. 
Some cruell tiger lent hir tet 
And foftred hir with favage pap, 
That can not finde in hart to let 
A man to love hir; fince his hap 
Hath fo affignde, affignde 
To have his minde 
Teo love inclinde, in honeft wife 
Whome fhee fhould not of right defpife. 
But fince I fee hir ftonie hart 
Cannot be pierf{t with pitties launce ; 
Since nought is gainde but wofull fmart, 
I doe intende to breake the daunce, 
And quite forgo, forgo 
My pleafant fo, 


That paines mee fo, and thinkes in fine 
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To make me like to Circes fwine. 
I cleane defie hir flattering face, 
I quite abhorre hir luring lookes: 
As long as Jove fhall give mee grace, 
Shee never comes within my bookes. 

I doe deteft, deteft 

So falfe a gueft, 
That breedes unreft, where fhe fhould plant 
Hir loue, if pittie did not want. 

Let hir go feeke fome other foole, 

Let hir inrage fome other dolt ; 
I have beene taught in Platos fchoole 
From Cupids banner to revolt, 

And to forfake, forfake, 

As fearefull fnake, 
Such as doe make a man but {mart 
For bearing them a faithfull hart. 


The forfaken Lover laments that his Ladie ts matched 
weth an other. 


AS Menelaus did lament 
When Helena to Troie went, 
And to the Teucrian gueft applide, 
And all hir countrie friends defide ; 
Even fo I feele tormenting paine 
To lurck in erie little vaine, 

And ranfack all my corfe to fee 
That fhee hath now forfaken mee, 
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The faithfull friend that fhe could finde; 
But fickle dames will to their kinde. 
A fimple chaunge in fayth it was 
To leave the lyon for the affe: 
Such chopping will but make you bare, 
And fpend your lyfe in carck and care, 
You might have taken better heede 
Then left the graine, and chofe the weede : 
Your harveft would the better beene, 
If you had to your bargin eene, 
Butitomecantitistogatcs, 
Go too, a Gods name, to your mate. 
Tis muck that makes the pot to play, 
As men of olde were woont to fay ; 
And women marrie for the gaine, 
Though oft it fall out to their paine, 
And, as I geffe, thou haft ydoon. 
When all thy twift is throughly fpoon, 
It will appeere unto thy foes, 
Thou pluckft a nettle for a rofe: 
In fayth, thy friend would loth to fee 
Thy curfed luck fo yll to bee. 


Of one that was in reverfion. 


ANOTHER hath that I did bie, 
and J-enjoy thatghee imbralte. 

I reape the graine, and pluck the peare, 
but he had peare and corne at lafte. 

Which fithens Fortune hath allowde, 

let eyther well contented bee: 
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I hate him not for his delights ; 

then let him doe the lyke to mee. 
For fo we both be pleafde, I fay, 

this bargaine was devifed well: 
Let him with prefent good delight 

as I what time to mee it fell. 
If ever he by hap forgo, 

I truft my hope is not in vaine ; 
I hope the thing I once enjoyde 

will to his owner come againe. 
Which if be fo, then happie I 

that had the firft, and have the lafte. 
What better fortune may there bee 

than in reverfion to be plafte ? 


that all hurts and loffes are to be recovered aud recured 


Jave the cruell wound of Love. 


THE furgeon may devife 
a falve for erie fore, 

And to recure all inwarde griefes 
phifitions have in ftore 

Their fimples to compownde, 
and match in mixture fo, 

As ech difeafe from ficklie corfe 
they can enforce to go. 

The waftfull wrack of welth 
that merchants doe fuftaine, 

By happie vent of gotten wares 
may be fupplide againe, 

A towne by treafon loft, 

a forte by falfehood woon, 
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By manly fight is got againe, 
and helpe of hurtfull goon. 
Thus eche thing hath redreffe, 
and fweete recure againe: 
Save onely love, that farther frets, 
and feedes on inward paine. 
No Galen may this griefe 
by phificks force expell ; 
No reafons rule may ought prevaile 
where lurcking love doth dwell. 
The patient hath no powre 
of holefome things to tafte ; 
No drench, no drug, nor firop {weete, 
his hidden harme may watte. 
No comfort comes by day, 
no pleafant fleepe by night, 
No needefull nap at noone may eafe 
the lovers painefull plight : 
In deepe difpaire he dwels 
till in comes hope of eafe, 
Which fomewhat leffens paines of love, 
and calmes the surge of feas. 
His head is fraught with thoughts, 
his hart with throwes repleate, 
His eies amazde, his quaking hand, 
his ftomack lothing meate. 
This bale the lover bides 
and hatefull hagge of hell, 
And yet himfelfe doth deeme that he 
in Paradyce doth dwell. 
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Of the chotfe of his Valentine. 


WITH others I to choofe a valentine 

Addreft my felfe : ech had his deareft friend 

In fcrole ywrit, among the reaft was mine. 

See now the luck by lot that chaunce doth fend 

To Cupids crewe, marke Fortune how it falls, 

And mark how Venus imps are Fortuns thralls. 
The papers were in couert kept from fight : 

In hope I went to note what hap would fall ; 
I choze, but on my friend I could not light, 
(Such was the Goddeffe wil that wildes the ball). 

But fee good luck: although I mift the fame, 

I hapt on one that bare my ladies name. 
Unegall though their beauties were to looke, 
Remembrance yet of hir well featurd face 
So often feene, thereby my fenfes tooke, 

Unhappie though fhe were not then in place. 

Long you to learne what name my ladie hight ? 

Account from U. to. A. and fpell aright. 


Of an open Foe and a fayned Friend. 


Nort he fo much anoies 
that fayes, I am thy fo, 

As he that beares a hatefull hart, 
and is a friend to fho. 

Of tone we may beware, 
and flie his open hate, 

But tother bites before he barck, 

a hard avoyded mate. 
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A gaine. 


OF both give mee the man 
that fayes, I hate in deede, 
Than him that hath a knife to kill, 
yet weares a friendly weede. 


Of a ritch Mifer. 


A MISERS minde thou haft, 
thou haft a princes pelfe ; 

Which makes thee welthy to thine heire 
a beggar to thy felfe. 


J 


Of a Painter that painted Favour. 


THOU (painter fond) what means this mad devife 
Favour to drawe? fith uncouth is the hed 

From whence it comes, and firft of all was bred. 
Some deeme that it of beautie doth arise, 

Dame Fortunes babie and undoubted fonne, 
Some other do furmife this favour was: 

Againe, fome think by chaunce it came to paffe; 
Another faies of vertue it begonne. 


What mate is he that daylie is at hand ? Ques. 
Faire {peaking he and glofing flattrie hight. A uns. 
What he that flowly comes behind ? Auwns. Defpight. Ques. 
What they (I pray) that him inviron ftand ? Ques. 
Wealth, honor, pride, and noble needefull lawes, Auns. 


And leading luft that drives to thoufand ills. 


Songs and Sonets. . 215 


What meane thofe wings, & painted quivering quills ? Ques. 
Caufe upward aie Dame Fortune favour drawes. A uns. 
Why blinde is favour made? (Awms.) for caufe that he Ques. 
That is unthriftie once yplaft amount 

From bafer f{tep, not had in any count, 

Can not difcerne his friends, or who they be. 

Why treades he on the tickle turning wheele ? Ques. 
He followes fortunes fteps and giddie gate, Auns. 
Unftaied chances aie unftedfast mate, 

And when that things are well, can never feele, 

Then tell me one thing else to peafe my minde, 

My laft demaund. What meanes his {welling fo? Ques. 
How chaunft that favour doth fo prowdly go? Auns. 
Good haps by courfe us men doe maken blinde. 


Lhe Lover whofe Lady dwelt fast by a Prifon. 


ONE day I hide me faft unto the place 

Where logde my love, a paffing propre dame 

For head, hand, leg, lim, wealth, wit, comly grace ; 

And being there my fute I gan to frame: 

The f{mokie fighes bewrayde my firie flame ; 

But cruell fhee, difdainefull, coy, and’ curit, 

Forft not my words, but quaild her friend at furft. 
Whereat I lookt me up a wofull wight, 

And threw mine eis up to the painted fkie, 

In minde to waile my hap; and faw in fight 

Not far from thence a place where prifners lie, 

For crimes forepaft the after paines to trie: 

A laberinth, a loathfome lodge to dwell, 

A dungeon deepe, a dampe as darke as hell. 
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Oh happie you (quoth I) that feel the force 
Of girding gyve, thirft, cold and ftonie bed, 


‘Refpect of mee, whofe love hath no remorce ! 


In death you live, but I in life am ded, 

Your joy is yet to come, my pleafure fled. 

In prifon you have mindes at freedome aye, 

I free am thrall, whofe love feekes his decaye. 
Unworthy you to live in fuch diftreffe 

Whofe former faults repentance did bewaile : 

More fitter were this ladie mercileffe 

At grate to ftand, with whome no tears prevaile: 

More worthy fhe to live in loathfome gaile, 

That murders fuch as fue to hir for lyfe, 

And fpoyles hir faithfull friends with fpiteful knyfe. 


Complaint of the Long Abfence of his Love, upon the 
jirfe Acquaintance. 


O curfed, cruell, canckred, chaunce ! 
O fortune full of fpight ! 

Why haft thou fo on fodaine reft 
from mee my chiefe delight ? 

What glorie fhalt thou gaine, perdie, 
or purchace by the rage? 

This is no conqueft to be callde: 
wherefore thy rage affwage. 

To foone eclipfed was my Joy, 
my dolors grow to faft; 

For want of hir that is my life, 
my life it cannot laft. 

Is this thy fickle kind fo foone 

to hoife a man to joy, 
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And ere he touch the top of bliffe 
to breede him fuch anoy ? 

Nowe doe I plaine perceive and fee 
that poets faine not all, 

For churlifh chaunce is counted blinde, 
and full of filthy gall. 

I thought there had bene no fuch dame 
ne goddeffe on a wheele, 

But now too well I know her kinde, 
too foon hir force I feele ; 

And that which doth augment my fmart, 
and maketh more my woe, 

Is for I felt a fodaine joy 
where now this griefe doth grow. 

If thou hadft ment (unhappie hap) 
thus to have nipt my joy, 

Why didft thou fhow a fmyling cheere 
that fhouldft have lookt acoy? 

For griefes doe nothing grudge at all, 
but where was bliffe before: 

None wailes the want of wealth fo much 
as he that had the ftore. 

Not he that never faw the funne 
complaines for lack of light, 

But fuch as faw his golden gleames, 
and knew his cheerefull might. 


Too late I learne, through fpitefull chaunce, 


that joy is mixt with wo, 
And eche good hap hath hate in hoorde ; 
the courfe of things is fo. 
So poyfon lurcks in fuger fweete, 
the hooke fo hides the bayte ; 
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Even fo in greene and pleafant graffe 
the ferpent lies in wayte. 
Ulyffes wife, I learne at laft 
thy forrow and diftreffe, 
In abfence of thy lingring love, 
that fhould thy woes redreffe. 
Great was your griefe (ye Greekith Girlles) 
whilfte ftately Troie ftood, 
And kept your husbands from your laps 
in perill of their blood. 
All ye, therefore, that have affayde 
what torments lack procures 
Of that you love, lament my lack 
which overlong endures. 
Ye winds, tranfport my foking fighes 
to my new chofen friende; 
So may my forrow fwage, perhaps, 
and dreerie {tate have ende. 
Ye fighes, make true report of teares, 
that fo beraine my brett, 
As Helens husbands never were 
for treafon of his gueft. 
If thou (my letter) maift attaine 
the place of hir abode, 
Doe thou, as herauld of the hart, 
my forrowes quite unlode. 
In thee, as in a myrrour cleere 
or chriftall, may fhe vewe 
My pangues, my paynes, my fighes and teares, 
which tigers could but rewe. 
There fhall fhee fee my fecret parts 
encombred all with mone, 
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My fainting lims, my vapord eien, 
with hart as colde as ftone. 
I know fhee can but rue my cafe 
when thou prefents my fute, 
Wherefore play thou thy part fo well 
that I may reape the frute. 
And if (when fhee hath read thee through) 
fhee place thee in hir lap, 
Then chaunge thy cheere, thy maifter hath 
his long defired hap. 


The ventrous Lover, after long abfence, craves his Ladte 
to meete with him in place to enterparle of 
hir aventures. 


Ir fo Leander durft 
from Abydon to Seft 

To fwim to Herd, whome he chofe 
his friend above the reft, 

And gage his comely corfe 
unto the fowfing tyde, 

To lay his water beaten lims 
faft by hir tender fide ; 

Then I (my deare) whofe gleames 
and ardor doth furpaffe 


The fcorching flame and blafing heate 
that in Leander was, 
M Il prefume to take 


the greateft toyle in hande, 
To reach the place where thou doft lodge 


the chiefe of Venus bande. 
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For not Leanders love 
my friendfhip doth excell, 
Nor Heré6 may compare with hir 
that beares dame Beauties bell. 
There refteth nought for thee 
but to affigne the place, 
The mirrie day, the joyfull houre 
when I may fee thy face. 
Appoint the certaine tide 
and fixed {tem of ftay, 
And thou fhalt fee thy faithfull friend 
will quickly come his way, 
Not dreeding any doubt, 
but ventroufly will go 
Through thick and thin, to gaine a glimfe 
of thee his fugred fo. 
Where when by hap we meete, 
our long endured woes 
Shall {tint by force of friendly thoughts 
which we fhall then difcloes. 
Then eyther may unfolde 
the fecrets of the hart, 
And fhow how long diflodge hath bred 
our cruell cutting fmart. 
Then may we freely chat 
of all forepaffed toyes, 
And put thofe penfive pangues to flight 
with new recourfe of joyes. 
Then pleafure fhall poffeffe 
the lodge where dolour lay, 
And mirrie blincks put cloudes of care 
and lowring lookes away : 
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Then kiffing may be plide 
and clipping put in ure, 
And lingred fores by Cupids falves 
afpire to quick recure. 
Oh! dreede thou not at all, 
fet womans feare a part, 
And take the courage of a man 
that haft a manly hart, 
In hoftage aie with thee, 
to ufe at thy devife, 
In all affaires and needefull houres, 
as matter fhall arife. 
Revoke to loving minde 
how ventrous Thisbe met 
In fearefull night with Pyramus 
where Nynus tombe was fet: 
So hazard thou to come 
unto the pointed place, 
To thwart thy friend, and meete with him 
that longs to fee thy face; 
Who better will attend 
thy friendly comming there, 
Than Pyramus of Thysbe did 
his difappointed feere. 
For (oh!) their meeting was 
the reaver of their breath, 
The crop of endleffe care, and caufe 
of either lovers death. 
But we fo warely will 
our fixed time attende, 
As no mifhap fhall grow thereby ; 


And thus I make an ende 
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With wifhing well to thee, 
and hope to meete in place 

To enterparle with thee (my friend) 
and tell my dolefull cafe. 


To Maifier Googe his Sonet out of fight out of thought. 


THE leffe I fee, the more my teene, 
The more my teene the greater griefe, 
The greater griefe, the leifer feene, 
The leffer feene, the leffe reliefe ; 
The leffe reliefe the hevier fpright, 
When P. is fartheft out of fight. 

The rarer feene, the rifer fobs, 
The rifer fobbes, the fadder hart, 
The fadder hart, the greater throws; 
The greater throbs, the worfer {mart ; 
The worfer {mart proceedes of this 
That | my Piio often ails 

The neerer too, the more I f{mile, 
The more I {mile, the meric minges 
The mirrie minde doth thought exile, 
And thought exilde, recourfe I finde 
Of heavenly joyes: all this delight 
Have I when P. is once in fight. 


The Lover, whofe Miftreffe feared a Moufe, declareth that he 


would become a Cat, of he might have his defire. 


If I might alter kinde, 
what thinke you I would bee? 
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Nor fifth, nor foule, nor fle, nor frog, 
nor fquirrell on the tree. 
The fith the hooke, the foule 
the lymed twig doth catch, 
The fle the finger, and the frog 
the buffard doth difpatch. 
The fquirrell thincking nought 
that feately cracks the nut, 
The greedie gafhauke wanting pray 
in dread of death doth put. 
But fcorning all thefe kindes, 
I would become a cat, 
To combat with the creeping moufe, 
and fcratch the fereeking rat : 
I would be prefent aye, 
and at my ladies call, 
To gard hir from the fearefull moufe 
in parlour and in hall. 
In kitching for his life 
he fhould not fhew his hed, 
The peare in poke fhould lie untoucht 
when fhee were gone to bed: 
The moufe fhould ftand in feare, 
fo fhould the fqueaking rat. 
All this would I doe, if I were 
convertedi toa cat. 


> 


Lhe Lover driven to abfent him from his Ladte, 
bawayles his efiate. 
WHEN angrie Greekes with Troians fought, 
In minde to fack their welthie towne, 
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King Agamemnon needefull thought 
To beate the neighbour cities downe ; 
And by his princely power to quell 
Such as by Priams realme did dwell. 
Thus forth he travailde with his traine 
Till he unto Lyrnefus came, 
Where cruell fight he did maintaine, 
And flue fuch wights as were of fame: 
Downe went the walles and all to wrack, 
And fo was Lyrnes brought to fack. 
Two noble dames of paffing fhape 
Unto the prince were brought in fine, 
That might compare with Paris rape, 
Their glimring beauties fo did fhine: 
The prince chofe faireft of the twaine, 
And Achyll tother for his paine. 
And thus the warlike chiefetaines livde 
Eche with his ladie in delight, 
Till Agamemnon was deprivde 
Of hir that golden Chryfes hight ; 
For Gods did will as (poets faine) 
That he fhould yeelde hir up againe. 
Which done, he reft Achilles mate 
To ferve in Chryfis place at neede, 
Not forcing on the fowle debate 
That followde of that cruell deede : 
For why, Achylles grutged fore 
To lofe the laffe he wan before. 
And what for griefe and great difdaine 
The Greeke his helmet hoong afide, 
And fworde that many a knight had flaine, 
And fhield that Trojan darts had tride: 
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Refufing to approch the place 
Where he was woont his foes to chafe. 
His manly courage was appallde, 
His valiant hart began to yeelde, 
His brawned armes, that earft were gallde 
With clattering armour in the field, 
Had loft their force; his fift did faint, 
His gladfome fongs were growne to plaint. 

His mouth refufde his woonted foode, 
His tongue could feele no tafte of meat, 
His hanging cheekes declarde his moode, 
His feltred beard with haire unfet, 
Bewraid his fodaine chaunge of cheere 
For loofing of his loving feere. 

His eares but forrowes founde could heare, 
The trumpets tune was quite forgot, 

His eies were fraught with many a teare, 
Whome carcking care permitted not 
The pleafant lumber to retaine 

To quite the fielie mifers paine. 

The thoufande part of penfive care 
The noble Greeke endured than 
In Bryfeis abfence, to declare 
It farre furmounts the wit of man; 
But fure a martyr right he livde 
Of Bryfeis beautie once berivde. 

If thus Achylles valiant hart 
Were wrapt in web of wailefull wo, 
That was inurde too dint of dart, 
His loving Bryfeis to forgo ; 

If thus the fturdie Greeke (I fay) 
Bewaild the night and wept the day, 
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Then blame not mee, a loving wight 
Whom Nature made to Cupids bow, 

To live in fuch a piteous plight, 
Bewatht with waves of woorfer wo 
Than ever was the Greekifh peere 
Difpoiled of his darling deere. 

For Ivotforce ant tanec tovice 
The preffe, the prefence and the place 
Of you my love, a braver B 
Than Bryfeis was for foote and face ; 
For head, for hande, for carkaffe eeke, 
Not to be matcht of any Greeke. 

Whofe troth you have full often tride, 
Whofe hart hath beene unfolded quight, 
Whofe faith by friendfhip was defcride, 
Whofe joy confifted in your fight, 
Whofe paine was pleafure if in place 
He might but gaze upon thy face. 

O dolefull Greeke! I would I might 
Exchaunge my trouble for thy paine, 
For then I hope I fhould acquite 
My eriefe with gladfome joyes againe ; 
For Bryfeis made return to thee: 
Would B. might doe the like to mee! 

But to exchaunge my love for thine, 
Or B. for Bryfeis I ne would: 

To labour in the leaden mine, 

And leave the ground where growes the golde, 
Ienninderit tote 1Onlemwere 

To choofe the paie, and leave the peare. 
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Lhat Lovers ought rather, at firft acquaintance, to /hew 
thir meanings by Pen then by Mouth. 


IF all that feele the fits of love 

And flanckring fparkes of Cupids fire, 
By tatling tongues fhould fay to move 
Their ladies to their fonde defire, 

No doubt, a number would but gaine 

A badge of follie for their paine. 

For ladyes eyther would fufpect 
Thofe fugred wordes, fo fweete to eare, 
With fecrete poyfons baite infect, 

Or elfe would wifely ftand in feare, 
That all fuch flame as fo did burne 
To duftie cinders foone would turne. 

For he that bluntly doth prefume, 
On {mall acquaintance, to difplay 
His hidden fire by cafting fume 
Of wanton words, doth miffe the way 
To win the wight he honours fo, 

For of a friend he makes a fo. 

For who is fhee that may endure 
The dapper tearmes that lovers ufe? 
And painted proems to procure 
The modeft matrons minde to mufe? 
No; firft let writings go to tell 
Your ladies that you love them well. 


And when that time hath triall made 


Of perfite love and faithfull breft, 
Then boldly may you further wade : 
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This countelll account® the bere 

And this (my deare) procurde my quill 

To write, and tongue to be fo full. 
Which now at firft fhall flatly fhowe, 

As faithfull herauld of the hart, 

The perfite love to thee I owe, 

That breedft my joy, and wilt my fmart, 

Unleffe at laft (remembrance) rue 

Upon hir (thought) that will be true. 
Wherefore I fay, go flender {crole 

To hir the fielie moufe that fhonnes : 

Salute in friendly fort the foule 

Among thofe pretie beaftes that wonnes, 

That. bit the: pecat tor thespeare; 

And bred the foule to fuch a feare. 


An Epitaph of Matfer Win, drowned in the fea. 


WHO fo thou art that paffeft by this place, 

And runft at random on the flipper way, 

Recline thy liftning eare to mecsanipaces, 

Doe ftay thy fhip, and hearken what I faye: 

Caft ankor here untill my tale be donne, 

So maift thou chaunce the lyke mifhaps to fhonne. 
Learne this of mee; that men doe live to die, 

And death decayes the worthieft wightes of all. 

No worldly welth or kingdomes can fupplie, 

Or garde their princes from the fatall fall: 

One way to come unto this lyfe we fee, 

But to be rid thereof a thoufand bee. 
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My gallant youth and frolick yeares behight 
Mee longer age, and filver haires to have ; 
I thought my day would never come to night, 
My prime provokte me to forget my grave: 
I thought by water to have fcapte the death 
That now amid the feas doe lofe my breath. 
Now, now the churlifh chanell me doth chock, 
Now furging feas confpire to breede my carke, 
Now fighting flouds enforce me to the rock, 
Charybdis whelps and Scyllas dogs doe barke; 
Now hope of life is paft, [and] now I fee 
That W. can no more a lives man bee. 
Yet I do well affie for my defart 
(When cruell death hath done the worft it may) 
Of well renowmed Fame to have a part 
To fave my name from ruine and decay: 
And that is all that thou or I may gaine, 
And fo adue: I thanke thee for thy paine. 


A gaine. 


O NEPTUNE, churlifh chuff, O wayward woolfe ! 
O god of feas by name, no god in deede! 
O Tyran, ruler of the gravell goolfe 
Where greater fifh on leffer fpawne doth feede, 
Why didft thou drench with deadly mace a wight 
That well defervde to run his courfe aright ? 

O cruell curfed tide! O weltring wave 
That W. wrought this deteftable care! 
O wrathfull furge! why wouldft thou not vouchfafe 
A mid thy rage fo good a youth to fpare, 
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And fuffer him in luckie bark to reach 
The pleafant port of eafe and blifsfull beach ? 
But what though furging feas and toffing tide 
Have done their worft, and uttered all their force 
In working W. wrack, that fo hath tride 
The cruelft rage that might befall his corfe, 
Yet naytheleffe his ever during name 
Is faft ingravde within the houfe of Fame. 
Let fifhes feede upon his flefh apace, 
Let crawling cungers creepe about his bones, 
Let wormes awake and W. carkaffe race, 
For why it was appointed for the nones : 
But when they have done all the fpite they can 
His good report fhall live in mouth of man. 
In ftead of ftonie tombe and marble grave, 
In lieu of a[ny] lamentable verfe, 
Let W. on the fandie cheafell have 
This dolefull rime in ftead of better hierfe: 
Lol! here among the wormes doth W. woon 
Lhat well defervde a farther race to roon. 
But fince his fate allotted him to fall 
Amid the fowfing feas and troublous tide, 
Let not his death his faithfull friends appall, 
For he is not the firft that fo hath die 
Nor thall be feene the laft: as nie a way 
To heaven by waters as by land they fay. 


Pratfe of his Love. 


APPELLES, lay the pensill downe, 
and fhun thy woonted {kill, 
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Let brute no more with flattring trumpe 
the Greekifh eares fulfill: 

Clayme not to thee fuch painters praife 
as thou haft done of yore, 

Leaft thou in fine be foiled flat, 
and gained glorie lore, 

So feeke not to difgrace the Greekes, 
thy loving native land, 

But rather from depainting formes 
withdraw thy {killeft hand : 

For fo thou ftiffely ftand and vaunt 
that thou wilt frame hir like, 

Whome I extoll above the ftarres, 
thou art a ftately Greeke. 

As foone with might thou mayfte remove 
the rock from whence it growes, 

As frame hir featurde forme in whome 
fuch flouds of graces flowes. 

If I might fpeake, unhurt of hate, 
I would avaunt that kinde, 

In fpite of rofe and lillie both, 
had hir in earth affignde 

To dwell among the daintie dames 
that fhee hath placed heere, 

Caufe, by hir paffing feature might 
Dame Natures fkill appeere. 

Hir haire furmounts Apollos pride, 
in it fuch beautie raines ; 

Hir gliftring eies the criftall farre 
and fineft faphire ftaines ; 

A little mouth with decent chin, 

a corall lip of hue, 


Epigraphes, Epigrams, 


With teeth as white as whale his bone, 
eche one.in order due. 

A body blameleffe to be found, 
armes rated to the fame, 

Such hands with azure deckt, as all 
that warre with hir doe fhame. 

As for the partes in covert kept 
and what is not in fight, 

I doe efteemesthem by the reait, 
not forcing on difpight. 

If I were foreman of the quett, 
my verdit to exprelle, 

Forgive mee (Phcebus) of thy place 
fhee fhould thee difpoffeffe. 

P. fhould be raifed to the cloudes, 
and Phoebus brought alow, 

For that there fhould live none in earth 
but might hir vertue know. 

Thus to conclude and make an ende; 
to vouch dare bespolde: 

As foone as Nature hir had made, 
all Natures ware was folde. 


Lhe complaint of a Friend of his having loft his Dove. 


WHAT! fhold I fhed my teares to show mine inward paine 
Since that the jewell I have loft may not be had again? 
Yet booteleffe though it bee to utter covert fmart, 

It is a meane to cure the griefe, and make a joyfull hart. 
Wherefore I fay to you that have enjoyde your love, 
Lament with me in wofull wife for loofing of my dove. 
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You turtle cocks, that are your loving hennes bereft, 

And do bewaile your cruell chaunce that you alive are left, 

Come hither, come I fay, come hie in hafte to mee, 

Let eyther make his dolefull plaint amid this drearie tree. 

A fitter place than this may no where elfe be found, 

For friendly eccho here wil caufe ech cry to yeeld a found. 

In youth it was my luck on fuch a dove to light, 

As by good nature wan my love, she was my whole delite ; 

A fresher fowle than mine for shape and beauties hue, 

Was never any man on earth that had the hap to vewe. 

Dame Nature hir had framde fo perfite in hir kinde, 

As not the fpiteful man himfelf one fault in hir could finde: 

Her eie fo paffing pure, hir beake fo brave and’ fit, 

The f{tature of her lims fo fmall, hir head fo full of wit, 

Hir neck of fo good fyfe, hir plume of colour white, 

Hir legs and feete fo finely made, though feldom fene in 
fight : 

Eche part fo fitly pight as none mought chaunge his place, 

Nor any bird could lightly have fo good and brave a 
erace. 

But moft of all that I did fanfie was hir voyce, 

For fwete it was unto mine eare, and made the hart rejoyce. 

No fooner could I come in place where fhe was fet, 

But up the rofe, and joyfull would hir make and lover met : 

About my tender neck fhe would have clafped tho, 

And laid hir beake betwixt my lips, fweete kiffes to befto ; 

And ought befides that mought have pleafurde me at all, 

Was never man that had a birde fo fit to play withall. 

When I for joy did fing, fhe would have fone with mee, 

When I was wo, my grief was hirs, fhe wold not plefant be. 

But (oh !) amid my joyes came cruell canckred death, 
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And fpiting at my pleafures reft my loving bird hir breath: 

Who finding me alack, and abfent on a day, 

Caught bow in hand, and ftrak hir down, a breding as 
fhe lay. 

Since I have caufe to waile the death of fuch a dove, 

(Good turtles) help me to lament the loffe of my true love. 

The tree whereon fhe fat fhall be the place where I 

Will fing my laft, and end my life, for (turtles) I mutt die. 

You know it is our kinde, we can not live alone, 

More pleafant is the death to us then life when love is gone. 

To tell a farther tale my fainting breath denies, 

And felfe fame death that flue my dove begins to clofe 
mine eies. 


That Lovers ought to fhunne no paines to attaine 
oO 
their Love. 


IF marchaunts in their warped keales 
commit themfelves to wave, 
And dreadfull daunger of the goulfe 
in tempeft that doth rave, 
To fet from farre and forraine lands 
fuch ware as is to fell, 
And is not in their native foile 
where they themfelves doe dwell : 
If fouldiars ferve in perills place 
and dread of cannon fhot, 
Ech day in daunger of their lives 
and countrie loffe, God wot, 
Whofe mufick is the dreadfull drum 
and dolefull trumpets founde, 


Songs and Sonets. 


Who have, in ftead of better bed, 
the colde and ftonie grounde, 

And all tattaine the fpoile with fpeede 
of fuch as doe withftande, 

Which flender is fometime we fee 
when fo it comes to hande: 

If they for lucre light fuftaine 
fuch perill as enfues, 

Then thofe that ferve the lorde of love 
no travaile ought refufe ; 

But lavith of their lively breath 
all tempeft to abide, 

To maintaine love and all his lawes 
what fortune fo betide: 

And not to fhrink at erie fhoure 
or ftormie flaw that lights, 

Ne yet to yeelde themfelves as thrall 
to fuch as with them fights. 

Such are not fit for Cupids campe, 
they ought no wages win, 

Which faint before the clang of trump, 
or battels broile begin: 

They muft not make account of hurt, 
for Cupid hath in ftore 

Continually within his compe 
a falve for erie fore. 

Their enfigne bearer is fo ftoute, 
ecleaped Hope by name, 

As if they follow his advice, 
ech thing fhall be in frame; 

But if for want of courage ftoute 


the banner be bereft 
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If Hope by hap be ftricken downe, 
and no good hope yleft, 

Tis time with trump to blow retreate, 
the field muft needes be woon: 

So Cupid once be captive tane, 
his fouldiars are undoon. 

Wherefore, what fo they are that love, 
as waged men doe ferve, 

Muft fhun no daunger drift at all, 
ne from no perill fwerve: 

Keepe watch and warde the wakefull night, 
and never yeelde to reft, 

For feare leaft thou, a waiting nought, 
on fodaine be oppreft. 

Though hunger gripe thy emptie maw, 
endure it for a while, 

Till time doe ferve with good repaft 
fuch famine to beguile: 

Be not with chilly colde difmaide, 
let fnow nor ife procure 

Thy luftfall lims from painefull plight, 
thy ladie to allure. 

That is the fpoile that Cnpid gives, 
that is the onely wight, 

Where at his thralls are woont to rove 
with arrowes from their fight. 

My felfe, as one among the moe, 
(hall never fpare to fpend 

My life, my lims, yea, hart and all, 
Loves quarrell to defend ; 

And fo in recompence of paines, 


and toile of perills paft, 
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He yeelde mee but my ladies love, 
I will not be agaft 

Of Fortune, nor hir frowning face: 
I nought fhall force hir cheere, 

But tend on erie turne on hir 
that is my loving feere 


A requeft of Friendfhip to Vulcans Wyfe, made by Mars. 


THOUGH froward Fortune would that you, who are 
So brave a dame, with Vulcan fhoulden linck, 

Yet may you love the luftie God of warre, 

And bleare his eies that no fuch fraud will thinck. 
Tis Cupids charge; and all the Gods agree, 

That you be feere to him, and friend to mee. 


The Lover that had loved ae g without requitall 
of good wr 


Lona did I love, and likte hir paffing well, 
Whofe beautie bred the thraldom of my thought ; 
Long did I fue to hir for to expell 
The foule difdaine that beauties beaines had wrought : 
Long did I ferve, and long I would have doon, 
My minde was bent a thorow race to roon. 
Long when I had loovde, fude, and ferved fo, 
As mought have likte as ne ve a dame as fhe 
Hir friend fhe forced not, but let him go: 


leaft befides him two or three. 
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Hir common cheare to erie one that fude, 

Bred me to deeme fhee did hir friend delude. 
Great was my griefe at firft to be refufde, 

That long had loovde with true unfained hart ; 

But when I fawe I had beene long abufde, 

I forcde the leffe from fuch a friend to part: 

Yet, ere I gave hir up, I gainde a thing 

That griefe to hir, and eafe to me did bring. 


Loa Friend that wild him to beware of Envie. 


This found advife and counfell fent from you, 

With friendly hart that you (my friend) doe give, 

With willing minde I purpofe to enfue, 

And to beware of envie whilst I live: 

For fpitefull it doth nought but malice brue, 

AAie feeking love from faithfull harts to TIVE, 

And plant, in place where perfit friendfhip grue, 

A mortall hate, good nature to epics 

And thofe that nip mee by the back behinde, 
truft you fhall untrue reporters finde. 


Of M afveporters, 


I HOPE (mine owne) this fixed love of thine 
Is fo well ftaid and rooted deepe in breft 
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at I from thee my love and friendthip wrett, 
1ou wilt untie the knot of thy beheft 


Songs and Sonets. 


I truft your felfe of envie will beware, 


That wild your friend take heede of envies fnare. 


Lhat no man fhould write but fuch as doe excell 


SHOULD no man write (fay you) 
but fuch as doe excell ? 
This fonde devife of yours deferves 
a bable and a bell. 
Then one alone fhould doe, 
or verie few in deede, 
For that in erie art there can 
but one alone exceede. 
Should others ydle bee, 
and wafte their age in vaine, 
That mought, perhaps, in after time 
the prick and price attaine ? 
By practife fkill is got, 
by practife wit is woon : 
At games you fee how many doe 
to win the wager roon ; 
Yet one among the moe 
doth beare away the bell: 
Is that a caufe to fay the reft 
in running did not well ? 
If none in phifick fhould 
but onely Galene deale, 
No doubt a thoufand perifhe would, 
whome phifick now doth heale. 
Henesone hte talent hath, 
to ufe at his devife, 


Epigraphes, Epigrams, 


Which makes that many men, as well 
as one, are counted wife. 

For if that wit alone 
in one fhould reft and raine, 

Then God the fkulles of other men 
did make but all in vaine. 

Let cche ones tiemis 10rec 
and doe the beft he can, 

For thereunto appointed were 
the hand and leg of man. 

The poet Horace fpeakes 
again{t thy reafon plaine, 

Who fayes tis fomewhat to attempt, 
although thou not attaine 

The icope in ere thyac: 
to touch the highft degree 

Is paffing hard, too doe the beft 
fufficing is for thee. 


To his Friend, declaring what vertue tt ts to ftick to 
former plighted friendfhip. 


The fage and filver haired wights doe thinke 
A vertue rare not to be proude of mind, 
When fortune {miles ; nor cowardly to fhrink 
Though chaunged chaunce do fhew hir felf unkind ; 
But chiefeft praife is to imbrace the man, 
In welth and wo, with whome your love began. 


Songs and Sonets, 


Of two defperate Men. 


“man in deepe difpaire, with hemp in hand, 
Went out in hafte to ende his wretched daies, 
And where he thought the gallo tree fhould ftand, 
He found a pot of gold: he goes his waies 
Therewith eftfoone, and in exchange he left 
The rope wherewith he would his breath bereft. 
The greedie carle came within a fpace 
That owde the good, and faw the pot behind 
Where ruddocks lay, and in the ruddocks place 
A knottie cord, but ruddocks could not find - 
Fle caught the hemp and hoong himfelfe on tree, 
For griefe that he is treafure could not fee. 


Of the torments of Hell, and the paines of Love. 


Though they that wanted grace, 
and whilome lived heere, 
Suftaine fuch pangues and paines in hell 
as doth by bookes appeere ; 
Though reftleffe be the rage 
of that infernall route, 
That voide of feare and pitties plaint 
doe fling the fire aboute, 
And toffe the blafing brands 
that never fhall confume, 
And breath on fielie foules that fit 
and fuffer furious fume ; 
Though Tantall, Pelops fonne, 
abide the dropsie dry, 
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And fterve with hunger where he hath 
both foode and water by ; 

Though Tytius doe indure 
his liver to be rent 

Of vultures tyring on the fame 
unto his fpoile ybent ; 

And Syfiphe though with paine 
and never ftinting drift 

Doe role the ftone from mountaines top 
and it to mountaine lift ; 

Though Belydes doe broile 
and fuffer endleffe paine, 

In drawing water from the deepe 
that falleth downe againe ; 

Though Agamemnons fonne 
fuch retchleffe rage indure, 

By meane of furies that with flame 
his griefull {mart procure ; 

Though Mynos hath affignde 
Prometheus to the rack, 

With hand and foote yftretch awide 
till all his lims doe crack, 

To leade a lothfome life 
and die a living death, 

Amid his paines to wafte his winde, 
and yet to want no breath ; 

Though other ftand in Stix 
with fulpher that doth flame, 

And other plunge in Phlegiton 
fo gaftly for the name ; 

Though Cerberus, the kaie 

of Plutos denne that beares, 
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With hungrie throte and greedie gripe 
the newcome ftraunger teares ; 
Though thefe condemned ghoftes 
fuch dreadfull paine indures, 
Yet may they not compare at all 
with pangues that love procures. 
Phisttirine farre exceedes 
the gnawing of the gripes, 
And with his whip fuch lafhes gives 
that paffe Megeras ftripes. 
He lets the liver lie, 
tormenting aie the hart, 
He {trikes and wounds his bounden thrall 
with dubble hedded dart. 
His fire exceedes the flame 
of deepe Avernus lakes, 
And where he once pretendes a plague, 
a f{pitefull fpoile he makes. 
His foes doe wake by day, 
they dread to fleepe the night ; 
They ban the funne, they curfe the moone, 
and all that elfe gives light. 
They paffe their lothfome lives 
with not contented minde ; 
Their dolefull daies drawe flow to date, 
as Cupid hath affignde. 
To Tantall like, but yet 
their cafe is worfe than his ; 
They have that they imbrace, but ftraight 
arerquitesbereit Of Dlis:: 
They wafte their winde in fighes, 
they bleare their eies with brine, 


Lpigraphes, Epigrams, 


They breake their bulcks with bowncing griefe 
their harts with lingring pine. 
Though Orpheus were alive 
with mufick that appeafde 
The uglie God of Lymbo Lake, 
and foules fo fore difeafde, 
By arte he mought not eafe 
the lovers fervent fits, 
Ne purchace him his harts defire, 
fo troubled are his wits. 
No place of quiet reft, 
no roome devoide of ruth, 
o {waging of his endleffe paine, 
whofe death doth trie his truth. 
His chamber ferves for nought 
but witneffe of his plaint, 
His bed and bolfter to bewaile 
their lorde with love attaint. 
The man for murther caught, 
and clodgde with yron colde, 
To fweare that he more happie is 
than lovers may be bolde; 
For he in little fpace 
his dreadfull day fhall fee, 
But Cupids thralls in daylie griefes 
tormented daylie bee. 
A thoufand deaths they bide 
whilft they in life remaine, 
And onely plaints and ftormie thoughts 
they are the lovers gaine. 
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An Epitaph on the death of Maifier Tufton of Kent. 


HERE may wee fee the force of {pitefull death, 
And what a fwaye it beares in worldly things; 
It neyther fpares the one nor others breath, 
He flayes the keafers and the crowned kings. 

Nothing prevailes againft his hatefull hande, 
Fle heares no futers when they pleade for lyfe, 
The richmans purfe cannot deaths powre withftand, 
Nor fouldiars {worde compare with fatall knyfe. 
He recketh not of well renowmed fame, 

He forceth not a whit of golden fee, 
His greateft joy is to obfcure the name 
Of fuch as feeke immortall aie to bee. 

For if that wealth, bloud, lynage, or defart, 
Love, pittie, zeale, or friendfhip mought prevaild 
If life well led, if true unfayned hart 
Mought purchafe lyfe, then death had not affaild. 

This Tuftons lyfe with curft and cruell blade, 
Breaking the courfe of him that ran fo right 
A race as he no ftop at all had made, 

Had death not tript this Tufton for defpicht. 

The poore have loft, the ritch have nothing gaind, 
The good have caufe to mourne, the yll to plaine, 


p) 


For Tufton was to all a friend unfaind. 

Let Kent cry out that death hath Tufton flaine, 
Yet this there is, whereof they may rejoyce, 
That his good lyfe hath woon the peoples voyce. 


Epicraphes, Epigrams, 


A gaine. 


LET never man prefume of worldly wealth, 
Let riches never breede’a loftie minde. 
Let no man boaft to much of perfite health, 
Let Natures gifts make no man over blinde, 
For thefe are all but bladders full of winde. 
Let friendfhip not enforce a retchleffe thought, 
Let no defart or life well led before, 
Let no renowne or glorie greatly fought, 
Make man forget his prefent {tate the more ; 
For death is he that keepes and rids the ftore. 
If eyther health, or goods had beene of powre, 
If Natures giftes, or friendfhip and good will, 
If lyfe forepaft, if glories golden bowre 
Mought have prevaild, or ftopt the dolefull knill 
Of Tufton, then had Tufton lived ftill. 
But now you fee that death hath quight undoon 
His laft of lyfe, and put him to the foile, 
Yet lives the vertue that alive he woon, 
The times alone are fhrowded in the foile: 
Thus death ts ende of all this worldleffe toile. 


Ln pravfe of Ladte P. 


P. SEEMES of Venus ftock to bee 
for beauties comely grace, 
A Gryfell for hir gravitie, 
a Helen for hir face: 
A fecond Pallas for hir wit, 


a coddeffe rare in ficht : 
oO oO ) 


Songs and Sonets. 


A Dian for hir daintineffe, 
fhee is fo chafte a wight. 

Doe vew hir corfe with curious eie, 
eche lim from top to toe, 

And you fhall fay I tell but truth 
that doe extoll hir fo. 

The head, as chiefe, that ftands aloft 
and over looketh all, 

With wifedome is fo fully fraught, 
as Pallas there did ftall. 

Two eares that truft no trifling tales, 
nor credit blazing brute, 

Yet fuch againe as readie are 
to heare the humbles fute. 

Hir eies are fuch as will not gaze 
on things not worthy fight, 

And where fhe ought to caft a looke 
fhe will not winke in {pight. 


The golden graines that greedie queftes 


from forraine countries bring, 
Ne fhining Phcebus glittring beames 
that on his godhead {pring ; 
No auncient amber, had in price 
of Roman matrons olde, 


May be comparde with fplendant haires 


that paffe the Venys golde. 
Hir nofe adorns hir countnance fo 
in middle juftly plafte, 
As it at no time will permit 
hir beautie be defafte. 
Hir mouth fo fmall, hir teeth fo white 
as any whale his bone, 


Lpigraphes, Epigrams, 


Hir lips without fo lively red 
that paffe the corall ftone. 
What neede I to defcribe hir cheekes, 
hir ichinwerreliewmr ipa 
For they are all as though the rofe 
lodge in the lillies lap. 
What fhould I ftand upon the reft 
or other parts depaint, 
As little hand with fingers long? 
my wits are all to faint. 
Yet this I fay in hir behalfe, 
if Helen were hir leeke, 
Sir Paris neede not to difdaine 
hir through the feas to feeke ; 
Nor Menelaus was unwife 
or troupe Troians mad, 
When he with them, and they with him, 
for hir fuch combat had. 
Leanders labour was not loft 
that fwam the furging feas, 
If Hero were of fuch a hue 
whome fo he fought to pleafe. 
And if Admetus darling deere 
were of fo frefh a face, 
Though Phcebus kept Admetus flock 
it may not him difgrace ; 
Nor mightie Mavors waye the floutes 
and laughing of the reft, 
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If fuch a one were fhee with whome 
he lay in Vulcans neft. 

If Bryfeis beautie were fo brave, 

Achylles needes no blame, 
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Who left the campe and fled the field 
for loofing fuch a dame. 

If fhee in Ida had bene feene 
with Pallas and the reft, 

I doubt where Paris would have chofe 
Dame Venus for the bett ; 

Or if Pygmalion had but tane 
a glimfe of fuch a face, 

He would not then his idoll dumbe 
fo fervently imbrace. 

But what fhall neede fo many wordes 
in things that are fo plaine? 

I fay but that I doubt where kinde 
can make the like againe. 


Lhe Lover in utter difpaire of his Ladies returne, in 


eche refpect compares his efiate with Troylus. 


My cafe with Troylus may compare, 
For as he felt both forrow and care, 
Even fo doe I, moft mifer wight, 

That am a Troylus outright. 

As ere he could atchieve his with, 

He fed of many a dolefull dith, 

And day and night unto the fkies 

The fielie Troian keft his eies, 
Requefting ruth at Crefids hande, 

In whome his life and death did ftande, 
So night and day I fpent in wo, 

Ere fhe hir pittie would beftow 
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To quight me from the painefull plight 
That made me be a martir right. 

As when at laft he favour founde, 
And was recured of his wounde, 

His grutching griefes to comfort grue, 
And torments from the Troian flue; 
So when my ladie did remoove 

Hir rigour, and began to loove 

Hir vaffell in fuch friendly fort, 

As might appere by outward port, 
Then who began to joy but I, 

That ftoode my miftreffe hart fo nie? 
Then (as the Troian did) I foong, 
And out my ladies vertues roong 

So lowde, as all the world could tell 
What was the meaning of the bell. 
And as that pleafant tafte of joy 
That he endured had in Troy, 

From fweete to fower did convart, 
When Crefida did thence depart, 

So my forepaffed pleafures arre 

By fpitefull fortune put a farre 

By hir departure from the place, 
Where I was woont to view hir face, 
So angelike that fhone in fight 
Surpaffing Phoebus golden light. 

As when that Diomed the Greeke 
Had given the Troian foe the gleeke. 
And reft him Crefids comely hue 
Which often made his hart to rue, 
The wofull Troylus did lament, 
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And dolefull dayes in mourning fpent, 
So I, bereft my looving make, 

To fighs and fobbings mee betake, 
Repining that my fortune is 

Of my defired friend to miffe, 


And that a guilefull Greeke fhould bee 


Efteemde of hir in fuch degree. 

But though my fortune frame awrie, 
And I, difpoylde hir companie, 
Muft waite the day and night in wo, 
For that the gods appointed fo, 

I naytheleffe will with hir well 

And better than to Crefid fell: 

I pray fhe may have better hap 


Than beg hir bread with difh and clap, 


As thee, the fielie mifer, did, 
When Troylus by the fpittle rid. 
God fhield hir from the lazars lore, 
And lothfome leapers ftincking fore, 
And for the love I earft hir bare 

I wifh hir as my felfe to fare: 

My felfe that am a Troian true 

As fhee full well by triall knue. 
And as King Priams worthie fonne 
All other ladies feemde to fhonne, 
For love of Crefid :*i1o0 do: I 

All Venus dearlings quight defie, 
In minde to love them all aleeke, 
That leave a Troian for a Greeke. 
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Lipigraphes, Epigrams, 


The Lover declareth what he would have, of he might 


obtaine his wifh. 


If Gods would daine to lend 
a liftning eare to mee, 
And yeelde me my demaunde at full, 
what think you it to bee? 
Not to excell in feate, 
or wield the regall mace, 
Or fcepter in fuch ftately fort 
as might commende the place: 
For as their hawte is hie, 
fo is their ruine rough, 
As thofe that earft hath felt the fall 
declare it well ynough. 
Ne would I with by warre 
and bloudie blade in fitt, 
To gore the grounde with giltleffe bloud 
of fuch as would refit: 
For tirants though a while 
doe leade their lives in joy, 
Yet tirants trie, in trackt of time, 
how bloudfhed doth annoy. 
I would none office crave, 
ne confulfhip requeft, 
For that fuch rule is full of rage, 
and fraught with all unreft. 
Ne would I with for welth 
in great exceffe to flow, 


Which keepes the keyes of difcords denne, 


as all the world doth know; 


Songs and Sonets, 


sut my defire fhould farre 
fuch bafe requefts excell, 
That I might hir enjoy at will 
whome I doe love fo well. 
O mightie God of gods! 
I were affured than 
In happie hap him to furpaffe, 
that were the happieft man: 
Then might I martch in mirth 
with well contented minde, 
And joy to thinke that I in love 
fuch bliffefull hap did finde. 
What friendly wordes would we 
togither then recite ; 
More than my tongue is able tell, 
or this poore pen to write: 
Then fhould my hart rejoyce 
and thereby comfort take, 
As they have felt that earft have had 
the ufe of fuch a make. 
If Fortune then would frowne, 
or fought me to difgrace, 
The touching of hir cherrie lip 
fuch forrowes would difplace. 
Or if fuch griefe did growe 
as might procure my fmart, 
Hir long and limber armes to mee 
might foone reduce my hart. 
For as by foming flouds 
the fleeting fifhes lives, 
To falamanders as the flame 
their onely comfort gives, 


Epiroraphes, Epizramys, 
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So doth thy beautie (P.) 
my forrowes quite expell, 
And makes me fare where I fhould faint, 
unleffe thou loovdi{te mee well. 
And as by waters want, 
fifth falleth to decay, 
And falamander cannot live 
when flame is tane away, 
So abfence from hir fight 
whole feas of forrowes makes, 
Which prefence of that paragon 
by fecret vertue flakes. 
Would Death would fpare to fpoyle, 
and crooked age to rafe 
(As they are woont by courfe of kinde) 
Pées'beautie 11 taisicaies 
Yet though their rigor rage, 
and powre by proofe be plaine, 
If P. fhould die to morrow next, 
yet P. fhould live againe ; 
For phoenix by his kinde 
to phoenix will returne, 
When he by force of Phcebus flame 
in fcalding {kies doe burne. 
Then P. muft needes revive 
that is a phoenix plaine, 
And P. by lack of lively breath 
fhall be a P. againe. 


Songs and Sonets. 


Of a Gentlewoman that wilde hir Lover to weare greene 


Bayes, in token of hir fedfaft love towards him. 


B, TOLDE me that the bay would aye be greene, 
And never chaunge his hue for winters thret ; 
Wherefore (quoth fhee) that plainely may be feene 
What love thy ladie beares, the lawrell get. 

A braunch aloft upon the helmet weare, 
Prefuming that, untill the lawrell die 
And loze his native colour, I will beare 
A faithfull hart, and never fwerve awrie. 

I (fiely foule) did fmile with joyfull brow, 
Hoping that Daphnis would retaine hir hue, 
And not have chaungde; and lykewife that the vow 
My ladie made would make my ladie true. 

O Gods! beholde the chaunce: I wore the tree, 
And honord it as ftay of f{tedfaft love, 
But fodainely the lawrell might I fee 
To looke as browne as doth the browneft dove. 

I marveld much at this unwoonted fight : 
Within a day or two came newes to mee 


That fhee had chaungde, & fwarvde hir friendfhip quight, 


Wherefore affie in neither trull nor tree. 
For I perceive that colours lightly chaunge, 
And ladies love on fodaine waxeth ftraunge. 


An Epitaph of Maifier Edwards, fometime Maifler of the 


Children of the Chappell, and Gentleman of 
Lyncolus Inne of Court. 


YE learned Mufes nine, 
and facred Sifters all, 


Epigraphes, Epigrams, 


Now lay your cheerefull cithrons downe, 
and to lamenting fall. 

Rent off thofe garlands greene, 
do lawrell leaves away, 

Remoove the myrtell from your browes, 
and ftint on ftrings to play; 

For he that led the daunce, 
the chiefeft of your traine, 

(I meane the man that Edwards height) 
by cruell death is flaine. 

Yee courtyers chaunge your cheere, 
lament in wailefull wife, 

For now your Orpheus hath refignde ; 
in clay his carcas lyes. 

O ruth! he is bereft 
that whilft he lived heere 

For poets pen and paffing wit 
could have no Englifh peere. 

His vaine in verfe was fuch, 
{o f{tately eke his ftile, 

His feate in forging fugred fongs 
with cleane and curious file, 

As all the learned Greekes 
and Romaines would repine, 

If they did live againe, to vewe 
his verfe with fcornefull eine. 

From Plautus he the palme 
and learned Terence wan: 

His writings well declarde the wit 
that lurcked in the man. 

O Death! thou ftoodfte in dread 

that Edwards by his art 
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Songs and Sonets. 


And Wifedome would have fcapte thy fhaft, 
and fled thy furious dart. 

This feare enforfte thy fift 
thy curfed bow to bende, 

And let the fatall arrow flie 
that Edwards life did ende. 

But fpite of all thy fpite, 
when all thy hate is tride, 

(Thou curfed Death !) his earned praife 
in mouth of man fhall bide. 

Wherefore (O Fame!) I fay 
to trumpe thy lips applie, 

And blow a blaft that Edwards brute 
may pierce the golden {kie. 

For here bylow in earth 
his name is fo well knowne, 

As eche, that knew his life, laments 
that hee fo foone is gone. 


An Epitaph on the death of Matfter Arthur Brooke, 
drownde in pafing to New Haven. 


AT point to ende and finifhe this my booke, 
Came good report to mee, and wild me write 
A dolefull verfe in praife of Authur Brooke, 
That age to come lament his fortune might. 
Agreede (quoth I) for fure his vertues were 
As many as his yeares in number few: 
The mufes him in learned laps did beare, 
And Pallas dug this daintie bab did chew. 


258 Epigraphes, Epigrams, 


Apollo lent him lute, for folace fake 
To sound his verfe by touch of ftately ftring, 

And of the never fading baye did make 
A lawrell crowne, about his browes to cling ; 

In proufe that he for myter did excell, 

As may be iudge by Julyet and hir mate; 
For there he fhewde his cunning paffing well, 
When he the tale to Englifh did tranflate. 

But what? as he to forraine realme was bownd 
With others moe, his foveraigne queene to ferve, 
Amid the feas unluckie youth was drownd ; 

More fpeedie death than fuch one did deferve. 

Aye mee! that time (thou crooked delphin) where 
Watt thou, Aryons help and onely ftay, 

That fafely him from fea to fhore didft beare ? 

When Brooke was drownd why waft you then away? 
If found of harp thine eare delighted fo, 

And caufer was that he beftrid thy back, 

Then doubtleffe thou moughtft wel on Brooke beftow 

As good a turne, to fave him from the wrack. 
For fure his hande Aryons harp exceld, 

His pleafant pen did paffe the others {kill: 

Who fo his booke with judging eie beheld 

Gave thanks to him, and praifde his learned quill. 

Thou cruel goulf, what meanft thou to devowre 
With fupping feas a jewell of fuch fame? 

Why didit thou fo with water marre the flowre 
That Pallas thought fo curioufly to frame? 

Unhappie was the haven which he fought, 

Cruell the feas whereon his fhip did elide, 


Songs and Sonets. 


The winds to rough that Brooke to ruine brought, 


Unfkilfull he that undertooke to glide [guide]. 
But fithens teares can not revoke the ded, 


Nor cries recall a drowned man to lande, 
Let this fuffice textall the life he led, 


And print his prayfe in houfe of Fame to ftande, 

That they that after us fhall bee and live 
Deferved praife to Arthur Brooke may give, 
(qd) 


Of the renowmed Lady, Lady Anne Counteffe Warwick. 


AN earle was your fire, a worthie wight ; 


A cownteffe gave you tet, a noble dame ; 
An earle is your feere, a Mars outright; 


A cownteffe eke your felfe of bruted fame; 
A brother lorde, your father earles fonne: 
Thus doth your line in lordes and earles ronne. 


G. 


vg. 


You were well knowne of Ruffels race a childe, 


Of Bedfords blood that now doth live 


an earle, 


Now Warwicks wife, a warlike man in fielde, 


A. Venus peere, a ritch and orient pearle: 
Wherefore to you, that fifter, 
To lorde and earles 


ake 


, | with long life. 


childe, and wife 


You Alpha were mite I this booke begoonne, 


And formoft, as became your ftate, did ftande ; 
To be Omega now you will not fhoonne, 
(O noble dame!) I truft; but take with hande 


This ragged rime, and a eh 1a courteous looke, 


And cownteffe eie, perufe this tryfling booke 
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Lhe Authours Epiloge to his Booke. 


‘THE countnance of this noble cownteffe marck, 
When fhe, thy verfe with eie that faphire like 
Doth fhine, furvayes; let be thy onely carck 
To note hir lookes: and if fhe ought miflike, 
Say that thou fhouldft have hid it from hir fight : 
Thy authour made the beft for hir delight. 

The woorft he willde in covert fcrole to lurke, 
Untill the beare were overlickt afresh ; 
For why, in deede this haftie hatched wurke 
Refembleth much the fhapeleffe lumpe of flefh 
That beares bring forth: fo, when I lick thee over, 
Thou fhalt (I truft) thy perfite fhape recover. 


LINILS, 


lees bel vere 


O 


In prayse of the renowmed Ladie Anne, Ladie Cowntesse Warwick 

The Argument to the whole Discourse and Treatise following . 

To a late acquainted Friend ; : : 

The Lover extolleth the singular beautie of his Ladie 

The Lover declareth howe first he was taken and enamoured by the watt 
of his Ladie : : 

Mayster Googe hys Sonet of the paynes of Love 

Turberviles Aunswere and Distich to the same : 

An Epitaph on the death of Dame Elyzabeth Arhundle 

To Piero of Pride : ; =. 

Piero to Turbervile 

Verse in prayse of Lorde Henry Hew ard, Bate of See : 

Of Jalousie . ‘ 

To his Lady, that by hap when he kissed hir and made hir lip bleede, 
controlde him and tooke disdaine 

Mayster Googe his Sonet 

Turberviles aunswere : ; 

A Comparison of the Lovers estate wyth the Souldiars panera lyfe 

The Lover against one that compared hys Mistresse with his Ladie 

The Lover to a Gentlewoman that, after great friendship, without desart 
or cause of mislyking, refused him ; : 

The Lover obtaining his wish by all likelyhoode, vet not able to attaine 
his desire, compares himselfe to Tantalus 

The Lover to the Thems of London to favour his Lady passing thereon 

To his Ring given to his Lady, wherin was graven this verse: JZy hart 
2s yours : : - 

The despairing Lover craves eyther mercy in time at his Ladies handes, 
or cruell death : 

To his Friende to be constant after choyse made 

Counsell returned by Pyndara to Tymetes of constancie 

The Lovers must not dispaire though their Ladies seeme straunge 

A Letter sent by Tymetes to his Lady Pyndara at the time of his departure 


16 


19 


262 Lhe Lable. 
Pyndaras Aunswere to the Letter whiche Tymetes sent hir at the time of 

his departure ‘ : ; i 3 
To his absent Friende the eee writes of his aie and restlesse state. 51 
The Aunswere of a Woman to hir Lover, supposing his complaint to be 


but fayned ‘ : : alg 
The Lover exhorteth his Ladie to take time while time is : sy, 
The Lover wisheth to bee conjoyned and fast linckt with his Ladie, never 

to sunder : : : 5 : . 59 


The Lover, hoping assuredly of attayning hys purpose after long sute, 


begins to joy, renouncing dolors : . : Ree S) 
The Lover to hys carefull Bed declaring his restlesse state : aii6e 
An Epitaph and wofull Verse of the death of Sir John iveoorwrelk 

Knight, and learned Doctor of both lawes : ‘ » £64 


The Lover confesseth himselfe to bee in love and enamoured of Mistresse P. 68 
That all things have release of paine save the Lover, that hoping and 
dreading never taketh ease . ; a, 
A poore Ploughman toa Gentleman, for whom he had taken a little paines 72 
To his Friend P. of courting, travailing, dysing, and tenys ‘ eae, 
The Lover declares that unlesse he utter his sorrowes by sute, of force he 


dyeth . : 3 : 2 e ye 
The Lover to a Friende that wrote hym this sentence: Yours assured to 

the death 4 : : = Be ik 
Of certaine Flowers sent by his Bote upon suspicion of chaunge ee 
The Aunswere to the same 3 . : ‘ 76 
Of a Foxe that would eate no Grapes : ; ie 
Of the straunge countenaunce of an aged Gentlewoman 77 
To the Roving Pyrat . 2 , F q rats 
Of one that had little Wit 78 
In commendation of Wit 75 
An Aunswere in dispraise of Wit : 5 79 
The Lover to Cupid for mercie, declaring how first he became his Thrall, 

with the occasion of his defying love, and now at last what caused 

him to convert. ; J 80 
After misadventures come good haps ; : SOF 
To his Love that controlde his dogge for fawning on hir : a OS 


Upon the death of the aforenamed Dame Elizabeth Arundle of Cornewall 99 
Dispraise of Women that allure and love not ; : 7 ron. 
Of a Phisition and a Soothsayer . ' : : LO 


A controversie of a conquest in love twixt Fortune and Venus . EFL. VO 


The Table. 


The Lover voweth, howsoever he be guerdoned, to love faithfully 
He sorrowes the long absence of hys Ladie P. 

To his Love long absent, declaring his torments 

To Browne of light beliefe ; : 

That death is not so much to be feared as daylie diseases are 
The Epicures counsell: eate, drinke, and plaie 


. 


The Aunswere to the vile and canckred counsell of the outragious Epicure 
Of Homer and his birth 
That time conquereth all things, save the Lovers paine 
To his Friend ryding to Londonward 


. 


. . 


Of the rayne and cloudy weather at the time of i Friendes departure 
from Troie ; 
Of a covetous Niggarde, and a needie mouse 


A pretie Epigram of a Scholler, that having read Vergils Aineidos, mar- 


ried a curst Wyfe . : 
To a yong Gentleman of taking a Wife 
The Aunswere for taking a “Wyfe : 


Of a deafe Plaintife, a deafe Defendant, and a deafe Judge ‘ 
A promise of olde good will, to an olde friend at the beginning of 


New yere : ; 
A Vow to serve pati tally :; A : 
Funerall verse upon the death of Sir John Horsey, knight ' . 


To his Friende T. having beene long studied and well experienced, and 
nowe at length loving a Gentlewoman that forced him naught at all . 

An Epitaph upon the death of the worshipfull Mayster Richarde Edwards, 
late Mayster of the Children in the Queenes Majesties Chappell 

To his Love that sent him a ring wherin was gravde, Let Reason rule. 

To his Friend Francis Th. leading his lyfe in the countrie at his desire 

To a Gentlewoman that alwaies willed him to weare Rosemarie (a tree 
that is alwayes greene) for hir sake, and in token of his good will 
tovhin +. ; ‘ : : 

An Epitaph of the Ladie Br. , : 5 

Of the time he first began to love, and after how he revert the same 

The assured promise of a constaunt Lover 

The Pine to the Mariner 

Againe otherwise ‘ ; ; 

To an olde Gentlewoman that painted hir face 

Of one that had a great Nose 


Of one whose Nose was greater than hys hande 
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Of a Nightingale that flue to Colche to sit abroode 
Againe of the Nightingale 
Of a contrarie Mariage 


Of Dronkennesse 


Againe of Dronkennesse 


The Table. 


Of the picture of a vaine Rhee 


Of a Tayler . 


The Lover, finding ys Love flitted from aed fron levees to write in 
7-160 


praise of hir 


He sorrowes other to have the ae of his service 

The Lover, seing himselfe abusde, renounceth love 

Against the jelous heads that always have Lovers in suspect 
That it is hurtfull to conceale secrets from our Friendes 

Of the divers and contrarie passions and affections of his love 


Of Dido and the truth of hir death 


Of Venus in Armour 


Of a Hare complayning of the hatred of Does 
To one that painted Eccho 


To a cruell Dame for grace and pyttie 


To a Gentlewoman from whome he tooke a ring 3 
The Lover blames his Tongue, that fayled to utter his sute in time of neede 


That all things are as they are used 


The Lover excuseth himselfe for renowncing his fee and ane imputing 


the same to his fate and constellation . 


Of Lady Venus, that having lost hir sonne Cupid, God of ieee and a 
sirous to understand of him againe, declares by the way the nature of 
love and affections of the same, by pretie discription as followeth 


Of the cruell hatred of Stepmothers 


Againe 


To Cupid for revenge of his anene and cruel love; declare his faith- 
ful service and true hart both to the God of Love and his Ladie 
An Aunswere to his Ladie, that willed him that absence should not breede 


forgetfulnesse 


Of a Miecyen that was drow rae by one on the 1s 
The Lover, hoping in May to have had redresse of his woes, and yet fory 


missing his purpose, bewailes his cruell hap 


I5I 
Of the fond discorde of the two Theban brothers, Osteottes inl Polvmees 
Of a marvellous deformed Man 
A Myrrour of the fall of pride 
Of the Clock and the Cock 
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168 
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173 


176 


E77 
178 
179 
181 
182 


. 184 


Lhe Table. 


To a fickle and unconstant Dame, a friendlye warning 
The Lover to his Ladie that gased much up to the skies 
The Penitent Lover, utterly renowncing love, craves pardon e fanasced 


To his Friende that refusde him without cause a but onely upon de- 
light of chaunge 

To one that upon surmise of adversitie forewent hir Friend 

To Maister Googes fansie, that begins Give monie mee, take friendshippe 
who so list : 

The Lover abused renownceth love : : 

The forsaken Lover laments that his Ladie is matched with an other 

Of one that was in reversion ; : : 

That all hurtes and losses are to be recovered and en save the cruell 
wound of Love 

Of the choise of his Valentine 

Of an open Foe and a fayned Friend 


Of a ritch Miser 

Of a Painter that painted favour : 

The Lover whose Ladie dwelt fast by a prison 

Complaint of the long absence of his love upon the first acquaintance 

The ventrous Lover, after long absence, craves his Ladie to meete with hym 
in place to enterparle of hir aventures . : 

To Maister Googe his Sonet out of sight out of thought 

The Lover, whose Mistresse feared a Mouse, declareth that he oat 
become a Cat, if he might have his desire 

The Lover, driven to absent him from his ladie, bewailes his estate 

That Lovers ought rather at first acquaintance to shew their meanings by 
Pen then by Mouth 5 

An Tease of Maister Win, drowned in fae Sea 


Bede of his Love , 

The complaint of a Friend of his, having jest his Dove 

That Lovers ought to shunne no paines to attaine their Love 
A request of friendship to Vulcans Wyfe, made by Mars 

The Lover that had loved Long without requitall of good will 
To a Friende that wild him to beware of Envie 

Of Misreporters : ; 

That no men should write but such as doe excell 
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To his Friende, declaring what vertue it is to sticke to former plighted 
b] co) Pp o 


friendship 


Of two desperate men . 


The Table. 


Of the torments of hell and the paines of love 
An Epitaph of the death of Maister Tufton, of Kent. 


Againe 


In praise of Ladie P. 


The Lover, in utter dispaire of his Ladies returne, 


pares his estate with Troylus : 2 
The Lover declareth what he would have, if he might obtaine his wish 


Of a Gentlewoman that wild her Lover to weare greene Bayes in token of 


hir stedfast love towardes him 


An Epitaph of Mayster Edwardes, some time Maister of the Children of 


in eche respect com- 


the Chappell, and Gentleman of Lyncolns Inne of Court 


The Epitaph on the death of Master Arthur Brooke 


to New Haven 


, drownde in passing 


Of the renowmed Ladye, Ladye Anne Countesse Warwick 


FINIS. 


[ Under a wood-cut ofa Bear and ragged staff, and a Lion. | 


The Lyon stout, whom never earst 
could any beast subdue, 


Here (Madame) as you see doth yeelde 


both to your Beare and you. 


Imprinted at London 


by Henry Denham 
dwelling in Pater- 
nofter Rowe, at 
the figne of 


the Starre. 


yA 


Anno Domini 
1567. 


Cum Priuilesio. 
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